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T IS inimitable Satire was written by the late Samuel Footes 
and, for the first time, represented at the Haymarket Little 
Theatre in the Summer of 1760. 

It was welcomed with that applause, which could only be pro- 
duced by its intrinsic merit; for the characters were very in- 
&ifferently SuStained. 

Nothing, however, als more fowerſully than the grateful 

. Sunshine of public favour ; for thirty-eight nights the Minor drew 
full benches ; while the performers mellowed into their business by 
repetition aud encouragement. 

A woman of infamous memory, known, at the time the piece 
was written, by tie appellation of MoTHER DoucL ass, was 
held up to general odium, in the character of Mrs. COLE 3 
while that of SmikKe produced a laugh at the expence of 
Langford the audioncer, whose peculiarities in his calling at- 
tratted the wit's observation, and provoked his ridicule. 

In the conclusion, Foo E, in the part of Shift, gave an exact 
emitation of the voice and manner of the lite Reverend George 
Ilhitfield. In this hazardous attempt, the disapprobation ex- 
prezed by the few, was overruled by the many. 

As the Writer, and his Object, are removed from the Gr AND 
STAGE, upon which they both sustained their respective parts: 
their interest, in human decision; has long ceased : ther efore, as its 
blame, or its praise, affects them no more, we drop the Ven, 
in the flattering hope, that caudour will pardon where it can't ap. 
prove, and that in the company of the Minor our readers will find 
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© Fyter CANKER and SMART. 
C 87 warts 


Bor are YOu sure he has leave? 


0 3 Certain. 
Smart. Vm damn'd 1 on't. For now we 


© Shall have a laugh, either with him or at him; it 
does not $1Tnity which. 


« Cank, Not a tarthing. 

Smart. D'you know his scheme? 

© Cank, Not I. But is not the door of the Little 
© Theatre open? | 

« Smart, Yes. Who is that fellow that sceins to 
stand centry there ? 

© Cank, By his tatter'd garb and meagre visage, he 
must be one of the troop. 

Smart. I'll call him. Halloa, Mr. 


Enter PEARSE. 
What, is there any thing going on over the wav? 


c Pear. A rehearsal. 
A 3 
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© Smart, Of what? 

© Pear, A new piece. 

© Smart, Voote's? 

Pear. Yes. 

© Cank. Is he there? 

C Pear: He is,. 

Smart. Zounds, let's go and see what he is Hout. 
© Cank. With all my heart. 

Smart. Come along then. [ Exennt, 


© Enter FOOTE and an ACTOR, 
© Foote. Sir, this will never do; you must get rid 
© of ycur high notes, and country cant. Oh, 'tis the 
true strolling— 5 


© Enter SMART and CAN EER. 
© Smart. Ha! ha! ha! what, hard at it, my boy? 
© Here's your old friend Canker and I come for a 
© peep. Well, and hey, what is your plan? 1 
Foote. Plan! | 
Smart. Ay, what are your characters? Give us 
© your group; how is your cloth fill'd ? q 
« Foote. Characters! 
Smart. Ay.—Come, come, communicate. What, 
© man, we will lend thee a lift. I have a damn'd - 
© fine original for thee, an aunt of my own, just 
© come from the north, with the true Newcastle burr 
© in her throat; and a nose and a chin—lI am afraid 
© she is not well enough known: but I have a re- 
© medy for that. VII bring her the first night of your 
© niece, place her in a conspicuous station, and 
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© whisper the secret to the whole house. That will 
© be damn'd fine, won't it? 
« Foote, Oh, delicious! 


« Syart., But don't name me: for if she smokes- 


© me for the author, I shall he dash'd out of her co- 
« dicil in a hurrv. 
« Foote. Oh, never fear me. But 1 should think 
your uncle 1 om a better character, 
Smart. Wat, the politican ? 
* Foote, Ay; that every day, after dinner, as soon 
© as the cloth is remov'd, fi. his the battle of Minden» 
batters the French with cherry-stones, and pursues, 
'em to the banks of the Khine in a stream of spilt 
Port. 

Smart. Oh, damn it, he'll do, 

* Foote. Or what say you to your father-in law, 

Sir Timothy ? who, though as broken-winded 
© as a Hounslow post-hors, is eternally chaunting 
Venetian ballads, Kata tore cara higlia. 

Smart. Admirable! by heavens !—Have you got 
ce "em? 
Foote. No. 
Smart. Then in with 'em, my boy. 
Foote. Not one. 


Smart. Prithee why not ? 
c 


Foote, Why, -look'e, Smart, though you are in 
the language of the world, my friend, yet there is 
one thing you, Vin sure, love better than any 
© body. 

s Smart, What's that? 

s Foote, Mischict. 
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"I. + 5 bes 

Fg , now, am I svre that vou, who st 
rea- ir relations, may not have some 
denn 

4 underſtand you. 

Foote | Hon as my characters begin to 
Circiilatc 5 cesskully, my mouth is stopp'd 
in am ce clamour of your relations. 

Oh, dann a shame,—1t Should not be, —peo- 
ple of dist brought upon the stage, — And 
80, 0 t of: 7 ment to your cousins, I ain to be 
bes gar%! 5 treating the public with the follics of 
„our lan at YOur own request. 

Smart How can you think I wow'd be such a 
dog? hes the devil, then, arg we to have nothing 


personat? eus the actors, however. 

© Foote. (h, that's stale. Besides, I think they 
have, of al men, the best right to complain. 
Smart. How $0? 

e Foote, ccause, by rendering them ridiculous 
in their »:o{2s$10n, You at the same time injure 
their fponggets. Now, as to the other gentry, they 
have pie .dentially sometlääng besides their under- 
standing to rely on; and the only injury they can 
receive is, that the whole town is then diverted 
with what before was only the amusement of pri- 
vate partics. 

« Cank, Give us then a national portrait: a Scotch 
man or an irishmun. 

* Foote, If you mean merely the dialect of the two 
countries, I can't think it either a subject of satire 
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* or humour; it is an accidental unhappiness, fer 
© which a man is no more accountable than the 
Now, atfectation I take to be 
If, indeed, a North Briton, 


© colour of his hair. 
© the true comic object, 
© truck with a scheme of returmation, should ad- 


vancc from the banks of the Tweed, to teach the 


© English the true pronunciation of their own lan- 

c guage, he would, I think, merit your laughter: 

© nor would a Dublin mechanic, who, from heading 
© the Liberty Boys ina skirmish on Ormond Quay, 
© Should think he had a right to prescrihe military 
© Jaws to the first commander in Europe, be a less 
« ridiculous object, 

Smart. Are there such? 

Foote. If vou mean that the blunders of a few 
© peasants, or the partial principles of a single scoun— 
© drel, are to stand as characteristical marks of a wliole 
country; your pride may produce a laugh, but; 
© belizve me, it is at the expence oi your unaersunde 
ing. 

© Cank, Heyday, what a sv stem i here Laws for 
© laughing! And pray, $7 Sir, zustruct us when we 
may laugh with propr;cty ? 

« Foote, At an ol beq, a Supernannuated beauty, a 
« military coward, a Stuttering orator, or a gouty dan- 
ger. 
c 


In short, whoever affects to be what he is 
not, or strives to be what he cannot, is an object 
c worthy the poet's pen and your mirth. 


Smart. PSha, I don't know what yon mean by 


your, is nots, and, cannots,—damn'd abstruse jar. 
gon. Ha, Canker. 
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© Cank, Well, but it you will not give us persons, 
© let us have things. Treat us with a modern 
« amonr, and a state intrigue, or a— 

« Fooir. And so amuse the public ear at the expence 
6 of x 

* Carnk, And with these principles you expect to 


»Drivate peace. Youu must excuse me. ? 


c ti we on this spot: | | 
Smart. No, no, it won't do. I tell thee, the ö 

7 

2 


E plan rast and boil'd of the theatres will never do F 
c 4t this table. Wemust have high-season'd ragouts 70 
and ich SAUCES, 7 
Hole, Why, perhaps, by way of desert, I may . 
E braduce something that may hit your palate, F 
11. Your bill of fare? F 
What thi Evo of one of those itinerant 2 
E Held c12/ors, Who, thous: at declared enmity with 5 
fF commnyn sense, have the address to poison the prin— 5 
c und ar ine Same time pick the pockets, of N 
© lf our industrie tellow- subjects? 
lane Fare. Dangerous ground. Luders 
6 „vou! ew. | a 
Heat, Noe! 1G0k upon it in a different manner. 
consider thete gentlemen in he light of public | 
4 perletmers like mytelf; and whether we exhibit - 
e 2 Lotientian-c urt or the Hay-market, our pur. 


pose is the sam and the place is immaterial. 


6 (Can. he, udeed, if it be considered 

Hotte. Ray, more, I must beg leave to assert, 
6. that rid » the only antidote against this per- 
„ 110015 een, FT his is a madness that argument 


6 can; ©: 2ud should a little wholeszome seves 


„ N 


1 


THE MINOR, 11 


rity be applied, persecution would be the immediate 
cry : where then can we have recourse but to the 
Comic Muse? Perhaps the archness and severity 
of her smile may redress an evil that the laws can- 
not reach, or reason reclaim, 

* Cank. Why, if it docs not cure those already dis- 
temper'd, it may be a means to stop the infection, 
« Smart, But how 1s your scheme conducted ? 

* Foote, Of that you may judge. We are just 
going upon a repetition of the piece. I should be 
glad to have your opinion. | 
Smart. We will give it you. 

E Foote. One indulgence: As you are Englishmen, 
I thinx I need not beg, that as, from necessity, most 
of my performers are new, you will allow tor their 
inexperince, and encourage their timidity. 
Smart. But reasonable. 

* Foote. Come then, Prompter, begin. 

e Pear. Lord, Sir, we are all at a stand. 

« Foote, What's the matter? 

Pear. Mrs. O-Schohnesy has return'd the part 
of the bawd ; she says she is a gentlewoman, and 
it would be a reflection on, her tamily to do any 
such thing. 

* Foote. Indeed! 

© Pear. W it had been only a whore, says she, I 
Should not have minded it; because no lady need 
be ashamed of doing that. 

© Foote. Well, there is no help for it; but these 
gentlemen must not be disappointed. Well, I will 
do the character myself.“ [Exeunt, 
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ACT I. 
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Sir WiILLIaud WEALTHY and Mr, RICHARD 
WEALTHY. 


Sir William, 


(Comm come, brother, I know the world. Peo- 
pie who have their attention eternally fixed upon 
one object, can't help being a litile narrow in their 
notions. 

R. Neal. A sagacious remark that; and highly 
probable that we merchants, who maintain a constant 
correspondence with the four quarters of the world, 
Should know less of it then your fashionable fellows, 
whose whole experiencc 1s bounded by Westminster- 
bridge. 

Sir W:l. Nay, brother, as a proof that J am not 
bl:nd to the benefit of travelling, George, you know, 
has been in Germany these tour years. 

R. Neal. Where he is well grounded in gaming 
and gluttony : France has furnished him with fawn— 
ing and flattery ; Italy equipped him with capriols 
and cantatas; and, thus accomplished, my young 
gentleman is returned with a cargo of whores, cooks, 
valets de chambre, and fiddle-sticks, a most valuable 
member of the Britisch commonweaith. 

Sir Wil, You dislike, then, my system of educa- 
tion. 
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R. Weal. Most Sincerely. 

Sir Mil. The whole? 

N. al. Every particular, 

Sir Mil. The carly part, I should imagine, micht 
merit your approbation. 

N. IWeal. Least of all. What, I suppose, because 
he has run the gauntlet through a public school, 
„here, at sixteen, he had practised more vices than 
he would otherwise have heard of at sixty. 

Sir Weil, Ha, ha, prejudice ! 

R. Weal. Then, indeed, you removed him to the 
university; where, lest his morals should be mend— 
ed, and his understanding improved, vou fairly set 
him free from the res: raint of the one and the drudg- 
ery of the other, by the privileged distinction of a 
Silk gown and a velvet cap. 

Str Wil. And all these evils, you think, a city edu - 
cation would have prevented. 

?, al. Daubriicss. ——Proverbs, proverbs, bro- 
ther William, convey wholesome instruction. Idle- 
ness is the root of all evil. Regular hours, constant, 
employment, and good example, can't fail to form 
the mind. 

Sir Nil. Why, truly brother, had you stuck to 
your eld civic vices, hypocrisy, cozenage, and ava- 
rice, I don't know whether I might not have com- 
tte. George to your care; but you cockneys now 
beat us suburbians at our own weapons. What, old 
boy, times are changed since the date of thy inden- 
tures; when the sleek crop-ear'd prentice us'd to 
dangle after his mistress, with the great bible under 
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his arm, to St Bride's on a Sunday; bring home the 
text, repeat the divisions of the discourse, dine at 
twelve, and regale, upon a gaudy day, with buns and 
beer at Islington or Mile-end. 

R. Neal. Wonderfully facetious! 

Str. il. Our modern lads are of a different metal. 
They have their gaming clubs in the garden, their 
little lodgings, the snug depositories of their rusty 
swords and occasional bag-wizs; their horses for the 
turf; aye, and their commissions of bankruptcy too, 
before they are well out of their time. 

N. Weal. Infamous aspersion! 

Sir Wil, Eut the last meeting at Newmarket, Lord 
Lofty received, at the hazard-table, the identical 
note from the individual tailor to whom he had paid 
it but the day before for a new set of liverics. 

R. Weel. Invention! 


Sir Nil. These are anecdotes you will never meet 


with in your weekly travels from Cateaton- street to 
your boarded box in Clapham, brother. 

R. Neal. And yet that boarded box, as your pro- 
dical spendthrift proceeds will soon be the only seat 
of the family, 

Ser Ni. May be not. Who {knows what a refor- 
mation our project may produce. 

R. Weal. 1 do. None at all. 

Ser Wil. Why so? 

R. Weal. Because your means are ill-proportioned 
to their end. Were he my son, I would serve him. 

Sir Wil. As you have done your daughter. Dis- 
card him. But consider, I have but one. 
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R. ral. That would weigh nothing with me: 
for, was Charlotte to set up a will of her own, and 
reject the man of my choice, she must expect to share 
the fate of her sister. 1 consider families as a smaller 
kind of kingdoms, and would have disobedicnce in 
the one as severcly punished as rebellion in the other. 
Both cut off from their respective societies. 

Sir Wil. Poor Lucy! But snrcty you begin to re. 
lent. May not I interceac? 

R. Neal. Look ye, brother, you know my mind. 
I will be absolute. If 1 meddle with the manage. 
ment of your son, it is at your own request; bur if, 
directly or indirectly, you interfere with my bunish- 
ment of that wiltul, headstrong, disobedicnt hussy, 
all! ties between us are broke; and I shall na more 
remember you as a brother than I do her as a child. 

Sir Mil. 1 have done. But to return. Youthink 
there is a probability in my plan? 

R. Neal. I shall attend the issue. 

Ser Mil. You will lend your aid, however? 

R. Meal. We shall see how you go on. 


Enter SERVANT. 
Serv. A letter, Sir. 
Sir Wil, Oh, from Capias, my attorney. Who 
brought it ? 
Serv, The person 1s without, Sir, 
Sir IVil. Bid him wait, [ Reads.] [Exit sert ant. 
Worthy Sir, 


The bearer is the person 1 promised to procure. [ 


Wd thought it was proper for you to xainine him viva voce. 
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So if you administer a few interrogatories, you wil 
find, by cross-qucstioning tim, wither he is @ Compie- 
tent person to prosccule the Cause you wot of. 1 wisn 
you a $þedy issuer and as there can be no defauit in 
your judgment, am of opinton it Should be carried into 
emmed;ate executien. I am, 
Worthy Sir, &c. 
-. TimoTHY Carras. 

P. S. The parti's name is Samuel Shift. He is an 
admirable mime, or mimic, aud most delectable com- 
pany; as we experience every 1 wurSday igt at our 
club, the Magpye and Horse-5hor, Fetter-lane, 
Very methodicat indeed, Mr. Capias John. 

Enter SERVANT. 

Bid the person who brought this letter walk in. 
[Exit sertaut. J. Have vou any curiosity, brother? 

R. Neal. Not ajot. 1 must to tne Change. In 


the evening you ma, find me in the counting- house, 


or at ]-.nathan's. [ Exit R. Weaithy. 
Sir Wil. You shall hear from me. 


Enter SHIFT and SERVANT, 

Shut the door, John, and remember, I am not at 
home. [Exit serdant.] You came from Mr. Capias ? 

Shtft. I did, Sir. 

Sir Hi. Your name, I think, is Shift ? 

Shtft. It is, Sir. 

Sir Mil Did Mr. Capias drop any hint of my 
business with you ? 

Sit. None, He only said, with his spectacles 
on his nose, and his hand upon his Chin, Sir William 
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Wealthy 15 a respectable personage, and my client : 
he wants to retain you in a certain affair, ani will 
open the case, and give you your brief himself: if 
you adhere to his instructions, and carry your cause, 
he is generous, and will discharge your bill without 
taxation. 

Sir Mil. Ha, ha! my friend Capias to a hair !— 
Well, Sir, this is no bad specimen of your abilities, 
But see that the door is fast. Now, Sir, you are 
\ — 

Shift. A moment's pause, if you please. You 
must know, Sir William, I am a prodigious ad- 
mirer of forms. Now, Mr. Capias tells me, that it 
is always the rule to administer a retaining fee be- 
ture you enter upon the merits, 

Sir Wil. Oh, Sir, I beg your pardon ! 

Shift. Not that I questioned your generosity; but 
forms, vou know— 

Ser Wil, No apology, I beg. But as we are to 
have a closer connection, it may not be amiss, by 
way of introduction, to understand one another a 
little. Pray, Sir, where was you born ? 

Shift. At my father's. 

Str Wilt, Hum !—And what was he? 

Shift. A gentleman, 

Ser Nil. What was you bred? 

Shrft. A gentleman. 

Sir Nil. How do you live? 

Shift. Like a gentleman. 

Sir il. Could nothing induce you to uibcsom 
vourselt.? 
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Shi/t. Look'e, Sir William, there is a kind of 
Svinething in Your Countenaitco, a certain openness 
and generotf ity, a je 76 SCAL QUuor iN your manner, that 
I wit unluck :—you shall see me ail, 

Ser Mi. You will oblige as. 

St. You must know, then, that fortune, which 
frequently delights to raise the nyblest Structures 


from a tai:ot 
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from the simplest foundations; V 
made a pope, from agia- shop au enpress, and many 

1 N * ; | =P ; s a 
a prime minister from nothing at all, has tnougat nt 


to raise me to my present heiglit, from the numble 
einployment o- Light vour Honyiu—A link boy. 

Sir Nil. \ pleasant fellow. Who were gur Pa- 
rents? 


Shift. 1 was produced, Sir, by a left-handed mar- 
riage; in the language of the newspapers, between 
an illustrious lamp-lighter and an itineraat cat and 
dog butcher. Cat's meat and dog's incat. I dare 
say, you have hæard my mother, Sir. But as to this 
happy par I owe little besides my being, I shall 
drop them where they dropt mein the street. 

Sir I. Proceed? 

Sie., My first knowledge of the world I owe to 
a School which has produced many à great man,— 
the avenues of the playhouse. There, Sir, leamng 
on my extinguished link, 1 learned dexterity from 
pick-pochets, connivance from constables, politics 
and fishions from footmen, and the art of making 
and breaking a promise from their masters. Here, 
sirrah, light me across the kennel. I hope your 
honour will remember poor Jack. You ragg2d ras- 
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cal, I have no halſpence—V1I pay you the next time 
] sce you. —But, lack-a-day, Sir, that time I saw 
as seldom as his tradesmen. 

Sir Wil, Very well. 

Shift. To these accomplishments from without 
the theatre, I must add one that 1 obtained within. 

Sir Wil, How did you gain admittance there ? 

Shift. My merit, Sir, that, like my link, threw a 
radiance round me. A detachment from the head- 
quarters here took possession, in the summer, of a 
country corporation, where I did the honours of the 
barn, by sweeping the stage and clipping tlie candles. 
There my ſkill and address were so Conspicuous, 
that it procured me the same office, the ensuing win- 
ter, at Drury-lane, where 1 acquired intrepidity, 
the crown of ail my virtues. 

Str Mil. How did you obtain that? 

Sift, By my post. For, 1 think, Sir, he that 
dares stand the shot of the gallery, in lighting, 
snuffing, and sweeping, the first night of a new play, 
may bid defiance to the pillory, with all its custo. 
mary compliments. 

Sir Wil. Some truth in that. 

Shift. But an unlucky crab apple, applied to my 
right eye by a patriot gingerbread baker from the 
Borough, who would not suffer three dancers from 
Switzerland, because he hated the French, forced 
me to a precipitate retreat. 

Sir Wil, Poor devil! 

St. Broglio and Contades have done the same. 
But, as it happened, like a tennis-ball, I rose higher 


| from the rebound, 
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S:r Wil. How so: 

Shift. My misfortune, Sir, moved the compassion 
of one of our performers, a whimsical man; he tour 
me into his service. To him I owe, what, I believe, 


will make me vseful to you. 
Ser Hi. Explain. 


Shift, Why, Sir, my master was remarkable happy | 

. 17 b 5 2 
in an art, which, however, disesteemed at present, 
is, by Tully, reckoned amongst the perſections of 


an crator; mimickry. 
Sir Wil. Why, you are deeply read, Mr. Shift! 
Shift. A smattering—but as I was saying, Sir, no- 
thing came amiss to my master: Bipeds or quadru— 
peds; rationals or animals; from the clamour of 
the bar to the cackle of the barn-door ; from the 


soporific twang of the tabernacle of Tottenham-court } 


to the melodious bray of their long-eared brethren 
in Bunhill-felds ; all were objects of his imitation 
and my attention. In a word, Sir, for two whole 
years, under this professor, I studied and starved, 
impoverished my body and pampered my mind; till 
thinking myself pretty near equal to my master, 
I made him one of his own buws, and set up for 
myself. 

Sir N. You have been successful, I hope. 

Shift, Pretty well. I eannot complain. My art, 
Sir, is a passe-par-tout, I seldom want employment. 
Let's see how stand my engagements. | Pulls out a 
pocket book, ] Hum —hum—Oh! Wednesday at Mrs, 
Gammurt's, near Hanover-square. There, there, I 


shall make a meal upon the Mingotti ; for her lady- 


o 


31; 
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chip is in the opera interest; but, however, I shall 
revenge her cause upon her rival Mattei. Sunday 
evening at Lady Sustinuto's concert. Thursday I 
dine upon the actors, with ten Templars, at the 
Mitre, in Fleer-street. Friday I am to give the 
amorous parley of two intriguing cats in a gutter, 
with the disturbing of a hen-roost, at Mr. Deputy 
Sugarsop's, near the Monument. So, Sir, you see 
my hands ar, full. In short, Sir William, tnere is 
not a buck or a turtle devoured wichin the bills of 
mortai:ty, but there I way, if I please, stick a nap- 
Kin under my chin, 

Sir Wil, Fm afraid, Mr. Shift, I must break in 
little upon your engagements; but you shall be 
no loser by the bargain. 

Suit. Command me. 

S Hu. You can be ecret as well as serviceable! 

St. Mute as a mackarel. 

Sir Wil, Come hither then. If you betray me to 
my son | 


Ft. Scalp me. 

Sir Mil. Enough.—You must know tlien, the 
hopes of our ilamiiy are, Mr. Shift, centered in one 
Loy. 

Shift. And 1 warrant he is a hopeful one. 

Sir IU, Nointerruption, I beg. George has been 
abroad these four years, aud from Lis late beha— 
viour, I have reasvn to believe, that had a certain 
event happened, which I'm afraid he wished,—my 
444th 

Shift, Yes; that's natural enough, 


. 
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Sir Ii, Nay, pray, —there would soon be an end 


to an ancient and honourable family. 


Shift. Very melancholy, indeed. But families, | 


like besoms, will wear to the stumps, and finally F 


fret out, as you say. 

Sir Mi. Prithee peace for five minutes. 

Shift. 1 am tongue-ty'd. 

Sir Nil. Now I have projected a scheme to pre. 
vent this calamity. 

Shift. Ay, I Should be glad to hear that. 

Sir Mil. Jam going to tell it you. 


Shift. Proceed. 


Ser Wil. George, as I have contriv'd it, shall ex- 


perience all the miseries of real ruin, without run- 
ning the least risk. 
Sit. Av, that will be a coup de maitre. 

Sir Wi. J have prevail 'd upon his uncle, a weal- 
thy citizen 
Shift. I don't like a city plot. 
Sir Mil. I tell thee it is my own, 

Shift. I beg pardon. 


P 


Sir Wil. My brother, I say, some time since 


wrote him a circumstantial account of my death; 
upon which he is return'd, in full expectation of 
Succeeding to my estate, 

Shift. Immediately ? 


Sir Wil, No; when at age. In about three | 


months. 

Shift. 1 understand you. 

Sir it, Now, Sir, guessing into what hands my 
heedless boy would naturally fall on his return, I 


. 
>nd | 


ies, | 
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have, in a ſeigned character, associated myself with 
a set of rascals, who will spread every bait that 
can flatter folly, inflame extravagance, allure inex- 


| perience, or catch credulity, And when, by their 


means; he thinks himself reduced to the last extre- 
mity ; Jost even to the most distant hope— 

Shift. What then? 

Ser Wil, Then will 1 step in, like his guardian = 
angel, and Snatch him from perdition. If, mort! 
fied by misery, he becomes conscious of his errors, 
1 have saved my son; but if, on the other hand, 
cratitude can't bind, nor ruin reclaim him, I will 


cast him out, as an alien to my blood, and trust for 
the support of my name and family to a remoter 


branch. 
Shift. Bravely resolved. But what part am I to 


ustain in this drama? 


Sir Wil. Why, George, you are to know, is al- 


I ready stript of what money he could command by 


two sharpers: but as I never trust them out of my 
sight, they can't deceive me. 


Shift. Out of your sight! 
Sir Wil. Why, I tell thee, I am one of the knot ; 
an adept in their science; can slip, shuffle, cog, or 


cut with the best of 'em. 


Shift. How do you escape your son's notice ? 
Sir Wil. His firm persuasion of my death, with 


the extravagance of my disguise, —Why, I would 


my 
n, £ 


engage to elude your penetration, when 1 am beau'd 
out for the Baron. But cf that by and bye. He has 
recourse, after his ill success, to the ten per cent. 
gentry, the usuxers, for a farther supply. 
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Shift. Natural enough. 

Sir H/. Pray do you know, — I forget his name, 
—a wrinkled old fellow, in a thread-bare coat? Fx 
Sits every morning, from twelve till two, in the left 
corner of Lloyd's coffee- house; and every evening, 
from five till eight, under the clock, at the Temple 
Exchange. | 

Sh:/t; What, little Transfer, the broker? 

Sir Nil. The same. Do you know him? 

Shift, Know him! Aye, rot him. It was but last 


1 : » om: eons * — 1 - my 38 
Easter Tuesdav he had me turned ont, at a feast in 


Leather-sellers' hall, for singing Rom for Cuckolds, 


T 
like a parrot; and vowed it meant a reflection upon 
the whole body corporate. 


Sir Wil. You have reason to remember him. 


Shift. © Yes, yes, T recommended a Minor to hin 
© myself, for the loan only of fifty pounds; and, 


would you believe it, as I hope to be saved, w: 
« dined, supped, and wetted five and thirty guineg 


upon tick, in meetings at the Cross Keys, in orde 1 
« to settle the terms; and, after all, the scoundre 


E would not lend us a stiver. 
Sir Mil. Could you personate him? 


« Shift, Him! Oh, you shall see me shift inte 
6 his shamble in a minute, and with a withered face. 
© a bit of a purple nose, a cautionary stammer, an 
c a sleek silver head, I would undertake to deceive? 
« even his banker. But to spœak the truth, I hav: 
© a friend that can do this inimitably well.“ Hav: 


not you something of more consequence for me 


Sir Mil. I have. Could not you, Master Shift, 


<> 
t 
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* 


assume another shape? You have attended auc- 


ne. tions? 
IM Sift, Anctions! a constant puff. Deep in the 
eft mystery; a protess:d connoisseur, from a Niger to 
ag. a Nautilus; from the Apollo Belvidere to a But- 
pl terfly. | 
Sir Wil. One of these insinuating oily orators I 
will get you to personate; for we must have the 
plate and jewels in our possession, or they will soon 
kc tall into other hands. N 
24 Sit. Iwill do it. 
115. Sir Wil, Within L give you farther instructions. 
por Sit. FI follow you. 
Sir Mil. (Going, returns.) You will want ma— 
terials. 
1 Shrft. Oh, my dress 1 can be furnished with in 
and; five minutes. [Exit Sir Hi.] Awhinsical old blade 
. tliis. I shall laugh if this scheme miscarries. 1 
* have a strange mind to lend it a lift never had a 
wid, greater. —Pho, a damn'd unnatural connection this 
are ot mine What have | to do with fathers and guar- 
diane! a parcel of preaching, prudent, careful, cur— : 
mudgeonly—dtad to pleasures themselves, and the | 
7 blasters of it in others. Mere dogs in a mauger | 
I No, no, I'll veer, tack about, open my budget. to 
and the boy, and join in a counter-plot. But hold, - 
ve hold, hold, friend Stephen, see first how the land 
N lies, Who knows whether this Germanized genius 
"EI has parts to comprehend,. or spirit to reward thy 
— merit. There's danger in that; ay, marry is there. 
Sing. Egad, | before! shift the OY I'll first examine the 
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coast; and then, if there be but a bold shore and a 
good bottom, have a care, eld Square Toes, you 
will meet with your match. [ Exzts 


Enter Six GEORGE, LOADER, and SERVANT. 

Sir Geo. Let the martin pannels for the vis-a-vis 
be carried to Long-acre, and the pye-balls sent to-— 
Hall's 10 be bitted You will give me leave to be 
in your debt nll the evening, Mr. Loader. I have 


just enough to discharge the Baron; and we must, 
vou know, be punctual with him, for the credit of 
the country. 

Load, Fire him, a snub-nosed son of a bitch. Le- 
vant me, but he got enough last night to purchase 
a principality amongst his countrymen, the Highs 
dutchians and Hussarians. 

Sir Geg, You had your share, Mr. Loader. 

Load. Who, I: Lurch me at four, but I was. 
mark'd to the top of your trick by the Baron, my 
dear. What, I am no cinque and quatre man. 
Come, shall we have a dip in the history of the Four 
Kings this morning? 

Sir Geo. Rather too early, Besides, it is the rule 
abroad, never to engage atresh till our old scores are 
discharged. 

Load. Capot me, but those lads abroad are pretty 
fellows, let 'em say what they will. Here, Sir, they 
will vowel you, from father to son, to the twentieth 
generation. They would as soon now-a-Cays pay 
a tradesman's bill as a play debt. All sense of ho- 
nour is gone, not a stiver stirring. They could as 
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oO 


soon raise the dead as two pounds two. Nick me, 
but I have a great mind to tie up, and ruin the ras- 
cals.— What, has Transfer been here this morning? 


Enter Dick. 

Sir Geo. Any body here this morning, Dick ? 

Dick. Nobody, your honour, 

Load. Repique the rascal. He promised to be 
here before me- 

Dick, 1 beg your honour's pardon. Mrs. Cole 
from the Piazza was here between Seven and eight. 
Sir Geo, An early hour for a lady of her calling. 

Dick. Mercy on me! The poor gentlewoman is 
mortally altered since we used to lodge there, in our 
jaunts from Oxford; wrapt up in flannels ; all over 
the rheumatiss. 

Load. Ay, ay, old Moll is at her last stake. 

Nick. She bade me say, she just stopt in her way 
to the Tabernacle; after the exhortation, she says, 
She'll call again. 

Sir Geo. Exhortation! Oh, I recollect. Well, 
whilst they only make proselvtes from that protes- 
sion, they are heartily welcome to them. She does 
not mean to make me a convert ? 

Dick. I believe she has some such design upon 
me ; for she offered me a book of hymns, a shilling, 
and a dram, to go along wwth her. 

Sir Geo. No bad scheme, Dick. Thou hast a fine, 
sober, psalm-singing countenance ; and when thou 
hast been sone time in their trammels, may'st make 
As able a teacher as the best of them. 


8 
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Dick. Laud, Sir, I want learning. 
Sir Geo. Oh, the spirit, the spirit, will supply all 
that, Dick ; never tear. 


Enter Sis WILLIAM gs @ Gorman Baren. 

My dear Baron, what news from the Haymarket ? 
What says the Florenza? Does she yield? Shall I Le 
happy? Say yes, and command my fortune. 

Sir Hill. I was never did see so fine a woman since 
I was leave Hamburgh; dere was all de colour, all 
red and avhite, dat was quite natural; point d'ar- 


tifice. Then she was dance and sing 
heaven, I was never sce de like! 


] yow to 


Sir Geo. But how did she receive my embassy ? 
What hopes ? 

Sir Nil. Why dere was, Monsieur le Chevalier, 
when I first enter, dree or four damn'd queer peo— 
ple; ah, ah, dought I, by Gad I guess your bu- 
Siness. Dere was one fat big woman's, dat I know 
long time: le yalct de chambre was tell me dat she 
came from a grand merchand ; hi, ha, dought I, 
by your leave, stick to your shop; or, if you must 
have de pretty girl, dere is de plav-hous, dat do 
very well tor vou; but for de opera, pardonnez, by 
Gar dat is meat for your master. 

Sir Geo. Insolent mechanic l— But she despis'd 
him ? 

Sir Hi. Ah, ma foy, he is damn'd rich, ha: 
beaucoup de guinens; but after de fat woman was 
go, I was tell the Signora, Madam, der 1s one cer- 
tain Chevalier of dis country, who has travell'd, 
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I. 
see de world, bien fait, well made, beaucoup d'cs- 
all prit, a great deal of monies, who beg, by Gar, to 
have de honour to drow himself at your fect, 
: Sir Geo. Well, well, Baron. 
; Sir Mil. She aska your name: as soon as I tell 
1 4 her, aha, by Gar, dans an instant she melt like de 
, lomp of sugar: she run to her beaurcau, and, in de 
1 | minute, return wid de paper. 
; Sir Geo. Give it me. 
A Les prelimiaries d'une traite entre le Chevalier 
ok IVealthy and la Signora Diamenti. 
_ A bagatelle, a trifle: she $hall have it. 
* Load. Hark'e, Knight, what is all that there vut= 
mp {andish stuff? 
of Sir Geo. Read, read! the eloquence of angels, 
; my dear Baron! 
vals Load. Slain me but the man's mad! I don't un- 
8 derstand their gibberish. What is it in English? 
55 Sir Geo, The preliminaries of a subsidy treaty be- 
* tween Sir G. Wealthy and Signora Florenza ; that 
me : the said Signora will tesign the possession of her per- 
l, | son to. the said Sir George, on the payment ot three 
75 nundted guineas monthly, for cquipage, table, do— 
mestics, dress, dogs, and diamonds; her debts to be 
oy ; duly dischurged, and anotc advanced of five hundred | 
by way of entrance. g 
195 5 Load. Zounds, what a cormorant ! She must be 
devilish handsome. 
= ; Str Geo. I am. told so. 
. Load, Told so! Why, did you never see herd | 
bd, 8 C3 
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Sir Gro. No; and possibly never mav, but from 
* 
mv box at tha opera. 


Lend. Hey day! Why what the devil. 
. 3 
4 2 


* 


0 Ha, 55 von stare; I don't wender at it. 


Th: is an elegant Rnnement, unknown to the gross 
voluptuaries of ihis part of the world. This is, Mr. 


1 Loader, what may be called a debt to your Aenity : 
| "EL oper: girl is as essential a piece of equipage for 
a man of fashion as his coach. 

4 Load. The devil! 

a Ser Gro. *Tis for the vulgar only to enjoy what 
: they possess: the distinction of ranks and conditions 
' are, to have huunds, and never hunt; cooks, and 


dine at tavcrns; houses, you never inhabit z mis— 
tresses, VCU never ENJOY om 
Load. And debts, you never pay. Egad, I am 


10 not surpriz'd at it; if this be your trade, no wonder 
5 . . 
4 that you want money for necessaries, when you give 
8 such a damn'd deal tor nothing at all. 


Euter SERVANT. 


, Ser. Mrs. Cole, to wait upon your honour. 
. Sir Geo, My dear baron, run, dispatch my affair, 
þ conclude my treaty, and thank her for the very rea— 
. sonable conditions. 
10 Sir Wil. 1 $all. 


Sir Geo. Mr. Loader, shall I trouble you to in- 
troduce the lady? she is, I think, your acquaintance. 
Load. Who, old Moll? Ay, ay, she's your mar- 


Signoras. Oue arnitul gf good Wholesome British 


ket-woman. I wou'd not give sixpence for your 
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beauty, is worth a ship load of their trapsing, tawdry 
trollops. But hark'e Baron, how much for the ta- 
ble Why she must have a devilish large family, or 
a monstrous Stomach, 

Sir Wil. Ay, ay, dere is her moder, la complat- 
Sante to walk in de park, and to go to de play; two 


broders, deux valets, dree Spanish lap-dogs, and de 


monkey. 

Load, Strip me if I would set five shillings 
against the whole gang. May my partner renounce 
with the game in his hand, if L were you, Knight, if 
would not 

Sir Geo, But the lady waits. [Ex. Load. J A strange 
fellow this. What a whimsical jargon he talks. 
Not an idea abstracted from play. 10 say truth, 1 
am Sincerely sick of my acquuntance: But, however, 
J have the first people in the kingdom to keep me in 
countenance. Death and the dice level all distinc- 
tions, 


Enter Ms. Corr, 5wwpported by LoaDrr and 
Dick. 


Ars. Cole. Gently, gently, good Mr Loader. 

Load. Come along, old Moll. Why you jade, you 
ook as rosy this morning, I must have a smack at 
Your muns. Here, taste her, she is as good as old 
0k to get you a stomach. 

Mrs. Cole. Fie, Mr Loader, I thought you had for- 
got me. 

Load. I forget you] 1 would as soon forget what 
s trumps. 
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Mrs. Cole, Softly, softly, young man. There, 


there, mighty well. And how does your honour do? 
1 hant seen your honuur the 
there's a twinge 

Ser Geo, What's the matter, Mrs. Cole? 

Mrs. Cole. My old disorder, the rhumatise ; ! 
han't been able to get a wink of——Oh la!—Wha!, 
you have been in town these two Gays ? 

Sir Geo. Since Wednesday. 


Oh! mercy on me, 


Mrs. Cole. And never once called upon old Col? 


No, no, 1 am worn out, thrown by, and forgotten, 
like a tatter'd garment, as Mr. Squintum says. Oh, 
he is a dear man! But for him I had been a lost 


sheep; never Known the comforts of the new birth; 


no. There's your old friend Kitty Carrot at 
Home still. What, shall we sce you this evening? 
L have kept the Green Room for you ever since L 
heard you were in town, 


Load. What, shall we take a snap at old Moll's? 
Hey, Beldam, have you a good batch of burgundy ? 


abroach ? 


Mrs. Cole. Bright as a ruby; and for flavour!“ 


You know the colonel—— He and Jenny Cummins 
drank three flasks, hand to fist, last night. 
Toad. What, and bilk thee of thy share? 


Mrs Cole. Ah, don't mention it, Mr. Loader. No, 
that's all over with me. The time has been, When 
J could have earned thirty shillings a-day by my 
own drinking, and the next morning was neither, 
SICK nor sorry: 7 now, O laud, a tlümble- full“ 


turns me topsy-tul 
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8 3 Load: Poor old girl ! 
7 Mrs. Cole. Ay, I have done with these idle vanities 
me, 


my thoughts are fixed upon a better place. What, I 
3 suppose, Mr. Loader, you will be for your old friend 
me black-cy*'d girl from Rosemary-lane. Ha, ha! 
Well, tis a merry little tit, A thousand pities she's 
such a reprobate !—But she'll mend; her time is not 
comes all shall have their call, as Mr. Squintum 
s, Sooner or later; regencration is not the work of 
2 day. No, no, no.— Oh! 
tten, ; 
ON Si George, Not worse, I hope. | 
Mrs. Cole. Rack, rack, gnaw, gnaw, never easy, 
NY 2 bed or vp, all's one. Pray, honest friend, have 
= þ 4 you any Clary or mint-water in the house ? 
N "3 Dick. A case of French drams. 
15. Mrs. Cole, Heaven defend me! I would not touch 
ce L , 
a dram for the world, 
Sik corre. They are but cordials, Mrs. Cole. 
Fetch *cin, you bluckhead. Exit Dick. 
Mrs. Cole. Ay, I am a-going ; a-wasting, and a- 
wasting, Sir George, What will become of the house 
When 
people are missed, then they are mourned. Sixteen 
years have I lived in the Garden, comlortably and 
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mine 


when I am gone, heaven knows !——No. 


creditably ; and, though I say it, could have got bail 
No, any hour of the day: Reputable tradesmen, Sir 
hen George, neighbours, Mr. Loader knows ;, no knock 
my me-down doings in my house. A set of regular, 
ither zedate, Sober customers. No rioters. Sixteen did 
full I say Ay, eighteen years have I paid scot and lot 
In the parish of St. Paul's; and, during the whole 
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time, nobody have said, Mrs. Cole, why do you so? 
Unless twice that I was before Sir Thomas De Val, 
and three times in the round- house. 

Sir George. Nay, don't weep, Mrs. Cole. 

Load. May J lose deal, with an honour at bottom, 
if old Moll does not bring tears into my eyes. 

Mrs. Cole. However, it is a comfort, after all, to 
think one has passed thro' the world with credit and 
character. Ay, a good name, as Mr. Squintum says, 
is better than a gallipot of ointment. 


Enter Dick with a dram, 

Load. Come, haste, Dick, haste; sorrow is dry, 
Here, Moll, shall I fill thee a bumper? 

Mrs. Cole, Hold, hold, Mr. Loader! Heaven help 
you, I could as soon swallow the Thames, Only a 
sip to keep the gout out of my stomach. 

Load. Why then, here's to thee. —Levant me, but 
it is Supernaculum.—Speak when you have enough. 

Mrs. Cole. I won't trouble you for the glass; my 
hands do so tremble and shake, I shall but spill the 
good creature, 

Load, Well pulled. But now to business. Pri. 
thee, Moll, did not I sec a tight young vench, in a 
linen gown, knock at your door this morning ? 

Mrs. Cole. Ay; a young thing from the country. 

Load. Could we not get a peep at her this even— 
ing ? 

Mrs. Cole. Impossible! She is engaged to Sir Ti— 
mothy "Trotter, I have taken earnest for her this 
three months. — 
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Load. Pho, what signifies such a fellow as that! 
* Tip him an old trader, and give her to the knight, 
15 Mrs. Cole. Tip him an old trader Mercy on us, 
| where do you expect to go when you die, Mr. Load- 
er? 
93 Load. Crop me, but this Squintum has turned her 
brains, 
Sir Geo. Nay, Mr. Loader, I think the gentleman 
1 | has wrought a most happy retormation. 
5 Mrs. Cole. Oh, it was a wonderful work, There 
had I been tossing in a sea of sin, without rudder or 
compass. And had not the good gentleman piloted 
me into the harbour of grace, I must have struck 
against the rocks of reprobation, and have been quite 
Swallowed up in the whirlpool of despair. He was 
the precious instrument of my spiritual sprinkling.— 
But however, Sir George, if your mind be set upon 
a young country thing, to-morrow night, I helieve, 
I can furnish you. 
Load, As how? 
Mrs. Cole. T have advertised this morning in the 
-register-office for servants under seventeen; and ten 
to one but I light on something that will do, 

Load. Pillory me but it has a face, 

Mrs. Cole, Truly, consistently with my conscience, 
I would do any thing for your honour, 

Sir Gro, Right, Mrs. Cole, never lose sight of 
that monitor. But, pray, how long has this heaven- 
ly change been wrought in you? 

Mrs. Cole. Ever since my last visitation of the gout. 
Upon my first fit, seven years ago, L began to have 
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my doubts and my waverings; but T was lost in a 


labyrinth, and nobody to show me the road. Ore 


time I thought of dying a Roman, which is truly 
comtortable communion enough tor one ot us: but 
it would not do. 

Sir Geo. Why not? 

Mrs. Cole. 1 went one summer over to Boulogne 
to repent; and, would you believe it, the barc-foot- 
ed, bald-pated beggars wonld not give me absoJution 
without I quitted my business 
hear of such a set of scabby -—Bexides, I could 
not bear their barbarity. Would vou believe it, Mr, 
Loader, they lock up for their lives, in a nunnerr, 
the prettiest, sweetest, tender, voung things :—- 
Oh, six of them, for a scason, would finish my busi- 

ness here, and then I sRould have nothing to do. but 
to think of hereafter. 

Load. Brand me, what a country ! 

Sir Geo, Oh, scandalous! 

Mrs Cole. O no, it would not do. So, in my las: 
illness, I was wish'd to Mr. Squintum; who stept in 
with his saving grace, got me with the new-birth, and 
I became, as you see, regenerate, and another crea- 
ture, 


id vou ever 


Enter. Dick. 


Dick. Mr. Transfer, Sir, has sent to know if your 
honour be at home. 

Szr Geo. Mrs Cole, I am mortified to part with 
you. But business, you know 

Mrs Cole. True, Sir George, Mr. -Loader, your 
arm Gently, ob, oh! 
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Sir Gee, Would you take another thimbleful, Mrs. 
Cole. 

Mrs. Coir. Not a drop—I shall sce you this evening, 

Sir Goo, Depend upon me. 

Ars. Cole, 1 o-morrow I hope to suit you—— We 
are to have, at the Tabernacle, an occasional hymn, 
with a thanksgiving sermon for my recovery. After 
winch, I shall call at the register-oſtice, and see what 
£cods my advertisement has brought in. 

Si Geo. Extremely obliged to yon, Mrs. Cole. 

Mrs, Cole. Or it that should not do, I have a tit- 
bit at home will suit your stomach. Never brushed 
by a beard. Well, heaven bless you=—Soitly, have 

care, Mr. Loader —— Richard, you may as well 
give me the bottle into the chair, for fear I should be 
taken ill on the road, Gently — so, so! 

[ Exit. Mrs, Cole and Loader. 

Sir Cco. Dick, show Mr. Transfer in- Ha, ha, 
* hat a hoge podge! How the jade has jumbled to- 
© getlier the carnal and the spiritual —with what ease 
© She reconciles her new birth to her old calling! No 
© wonder these preachers have plenty of procelytes, 
© whil.t they have the address xv comfortably to blend 
* the hitherto jarring interests of the two worlds, 


© Enter LOA DER. 
Lead. Well, knight, I have honsed her; but 
they want you within, Lir. 
Sir Gco. I'll go to them immediately. [Exeunt,? 
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to , O1! Presente 7 ag by 


Enter Str GFOKCT, 


Sir Geo. Nr. ben For, 


Four Servant. 


Trans. Your honour's very humble. I thought 


to have found Me. Loader here. 


Sir Cco. He will retar 
Transfer 
walk. Mr. Loader, 1 
urgeney of my business. 


n immediately. Well, Mr, 
but take a chair -xvou have had a ſohg 


reSume, opened to vou the 


p* . 9 A 7 . * theo general 8 v YA! ME » n ? 1 
1 Tallis. 4 3 Ay; 14 = 1111 U TV, In 1 \, IIIA. \ 


don't know, for my par 
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own to. Formerlva note, with a tolerahle endorse— 


ment, Wa as ad CH IITCc nt: 
now would join in this £4 


Sir Geo. Impossible. 


Trans. Ay, like enough. I with vou were of age. 


s cash. If your uncle Richard 


curit v 


Sir Geo. So do J. But as that will be considered 


in the premium 


{rans. Irue, true Il sce you understand busi— 


* v3 1 5 . 
ness And what sum does your honour lack at pre- 


dent? 


Fir Ceo. Lack l—-Ilew 


Who, I! Lear 


on 


much have you brought! . 
me, none | 
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Sir Gro. Lounds, none! 

Trans. Lack-a-dav, none to be hal, T think. Ali 
the morning have 1 been upon the hunt. There, 
Ephraim Barebones, the tallow-chandler in I itames. 
street, us'd to be a never-fatilins 


chap; not a guinea 
% 


to be got there. Then I tottet'd away. to Nebuchag- 
nezzar Zebulon, in the Old Jewrve but it han 
to be Saturday; and they never touch on tie Says 
bath, YUU know. 

Sr Geo. Why, what the devil can 1 do? 

Traus. Good me, I did not Know wour honour had 
been so pressed. 

Ser Geo. VI. honour pressed f Yes my honour 18 


2 
— 
* 


dot only pressed, but ruined, unless 1 can raise none; 
to redeem it. That blockhead Loader, to depend 
Apen uns old doati sg 

{ rans, Well, Vell, now declare I amn quite sor- 
ry to See your honour in such a falliny, 

Sir Gro, Damn your sorrow. 

Trans. But come, don't be cast down + T hou? money 
is not to be had, muney's worth may, and that's tn: 
same thing. 

Sir Gro, How, dear Transfer? 

Trans. Why, I have, at ny warchonte in the city, 
ten casks of whiale-blubber, a large cargo of Dant- 
z cK dowlass, with 4 curious sortment of Birmingham 
hatts, and Whitney blankets for exportation. 

Ser Geo, ley! 


— 


1 runs, And Stay, stapv; then, again, at my coun- 
try-h use, the bottom: of Crav's-inn-lane, there's a 


1 


£0474 ton of fine old hay, only diſmaged a little 
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last winter tor want of thatching; with forty load ot 
flint-stones. 

Sir Geo, Well. 

Trans. Your honour may have all these for a rea- 
sonable profit, and convert them into cash. 

Ser Geo. Blubber and blankets! Why, you old ras- 
cal, do you banter me: 

Trans. Who, 1? O la! marry, heaven forbid. 

Sir Geo. Get out of my—you stuttering scoundrel, 

Trans. If your honour wou'd but hear me— 

Sir Geo. 1 roop, I say, unless you have a mind to 
go a Shorter way than you came. [Ex. Tr.] And 
yet there is something so uncommontly ridiculous in 
his proposal, that, were my mind more at ease 
LL r LOADER. ] So, Sir, you have recommended 
me to a anc fellow. 

Load. What's the matter ? | 

Szr Geo, He can't supply me with a shilling! and 
wants, besides, to make me a dealer in dowlass. 

Toad. Ay, and a very good commodity too. Peo- 
ple that are upon ways and means must not be nice, 
knight, A pretty piece of work ycu have made 
here! Thrown up the cards with the game in your 
hands. 

Ser Geo. Why, prithee, of what use wou'd his 

Load. Ute! of every use. Procure you the spank 
ers, my boy. I have a broker, that, in a twinkling, 
shall take oft your bargain. 

Sr Geo, Indeed! 

Load. Indeed! Ay, indeed. You sit down to ha- 
2474 and not know the chances! I' call him back 
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—Hollo, Transfer. — A pretty, little, busy, bustling 
—Y ou may travel miles before You will meet with 
his match. If there is one pound in the city he will 
get it. lie creeps, like a ferret, into their bags, and 


. N 1 
makes the yellow- bons bolt again. 


Fiuter TRANSFER, 


Come hither, little Transfer; what, man, our minor 


LE) 4 ? - * * * t, * * * 1 8 0 * 9 
Was a little too hast, *- De did not understand trap 
| % 14 4 PER * . 1 17 N * 71 1 * . 
knuws:naothinsr of the game, me car, 


& , 7 I 5 8 * * . - * . * a 
Uns. \\ nat 4 Said v5 o We IE George s WY 


Loa: 1 told him so. Well, well, we will take thy 
commodities, were they as many more, But t 
priihee, if thou could'st not procure us some of the 
cd for present spending. 

i rans, Let we consider. 

F in l 1 WW. 

omi. Ay, do: come, 5 never 


uffle thy brains; 
of la 


teur the Baronet. To let a lord nds w. aut slii- 
lers; rs a Shame, 

Trum. 1 GO Fr collect, in this quarter of the tow ls, 
an old iriend that used to do things in this Way. 

Lodd. Who: 

s. NY the scrivener. 

Load. Slam me, but he has nicked the chance, 

als. A hard zuan, master Loader. 

Sir Geo, No matter. 

trans. His demands are exhorbitunt, 

Ser Geo. That is no fault of Ours, 

Lied, Well sud, knight! 
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l rans, But, to save time, I had better mention bis 
terms. 

Load. Unnecessary, 

Trans. Vive per cent. legal interest 

SY Geo, He shall have it. 

Trans. Ten, the.premium, 

Ser Geo, No more words, . 

Trans. Then, as zou are not of ge, five more for 
insuring your lite, 

Load. We will give it, 

Trans. As for what he will demand ior the risk — 

Str Geo. He shall be satisfied. 

Trans, You pay the attorney. 

Sir Geo, Amply, amply. Loader, dispatch him. 

Load. There, there, little Transter ; now, cvery 
thing is settled. All terms shall be complved with, 
reasonable or unreasonable. What, our principal is 
a man of honour, [Exit Tr.] Hey, my knight, this 
is doing business. *I his pinch is a sure card. 


Re-enter TRANSFER. 


Trans. Thad forgot one thing. I am not the prin. 
cipal; you pay the brokerage. 

Load. Ay, ay; and a handsome present into the 
bargain, never fear, 

Trans, Enough, enough. 

Load Hark'e, Transfer, we'll take the Birmingham 
haſts and Whitney wares. 

Trans. They shall be forthcoming. ——You would 
not have the hay, with the flints? 

Load. Every pebble of em. The magistrates of 
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the Baronet's borough are infirm and gouty. He 
Shall deal them as new pavement. [Exit Tr. ] So, 
that's settled. I believe, knight, 1 can lend vou a 
helping hand as to the last article, 1 know some 
traders that will truck: fellows with nanery. Not 
Commodities of such clumsy convevance as old 
Transrer's, 

Sir Geo, You are very uin. 

Load. I'll do it, boy; and get you, into the bar- 
gain a bonn auctioneer, that shall dispose of 'em all 
in 4 crack. LExit. 


Enter Dick. 
Dick. Your uncle, Sir, has been waiting some time. 
Str Geo, He comes in a lucky hour. Show him in. 
[Exit Dick. ] Now for a lecture. My k situation 
shan't sink my spirits, however. Here comes the 
musty trader, running over with remonstrances, 1 
must banter the cit. 


Enter RICHARD WEALTHY. 

R. Weal. So, Sir; what, I suppose this is a spice 
of your foreign breeding, to lect your uncle kick his 
heels in your hall, whilst your presence-chamber is 
crouded with pimps, bawds, and gamesters. 

Sir Geo, Oh, a proof of my respect, dear uncle, 
Would it have been decent now, uncle, to have in- 
troduced you into such company ? 

R. Weal. Wonderfully considerate. Well, young 
man, and what do on. think will -be the end of all 
this? Here I have zd by the last mail a quire 
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of vou drafts from abroad. I see you are determin. 
ed dar ne hyours Should taste of your magnificence. 


S, Gro. Yes, I think 1 did some credit to my 


R. Val. And how are all these to be paid ? 

Sir Co. That I submit to you, dear uncle, 

R. i; cal, From me! Not a sousé to keep You 
Sir Geo, Wu then let the scoundrels stay. It is 
their dut s. L have other demands, acbts'ot honour, 
Which wust be dlscharged. 


% y > * „ FR . Ks Sako of Sy CAT CPR. 
N. 17 if. Here's A. abolical distiné ton! Herc & 


prost tution of words! — Honour! *>death, that a 
rasca who has picked your pocket shall have h. 


* 
1 


crime gided with the most sacred distinction, and h. 
plunder punctually paid, whitst the industrious me- 
Chanic, WR9 ministers to vour very wants, Sill have 
his debt delayed, and his demand treated as insolent 

Sir Geo. Oh? a truce to this thread-bare trum; - 
ery, dear uncle. 

R. Neal. 1 confess my folly! but make yourself 
easy; you won't be troubled with many more of my 
visits. Icon I was weak enough to design à short 
expostulation with you; but as we in the city know 
the true value of time, I shall take care not tv 
squander away any more of it upon you. 

Sir Cc. A prudent resolution. 

R. Neal. One commission, however, I can't dis. 
pense with myself from executing.—It was agreed 
between your father and me, that as he had but one 
son and I one daughter 


. 
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Sir Geo, Your gettings should be added to his 
estate, and my cousin Margery and 1 squat down to— 
gether in the comfortable state of matrimony. 

R. Weal, Puppy! Such was our intention. News 
his last will claims this contract. 

Str Geo, Dispatch, dear uncle. 

R. Weat. Why then, in a word, see me here de- 
mand the execution. 

Sir Go, What dye mean? For me to marry Mare 
gery ? 

R. Meal. 1 do. 

Sir Geo. What, moi—me ? 

NR. Neal. You, you Your answer, av or no? 

Sir Geo, Why then, concisely and briefly, without 


vasion, equivocation, or further circumlucutiun, — 
8 

R. Neal. 1 am glad ol it. 

Sir Geo. So am J. 

N. Neal. But pray, if it would not be too great a 
favour, what objections can you have to my daugh- 
ter? Not that I want to remove 'em, but merely out 
of curiosity, What objections ? 

Sir Geo. None, 1 neither know her, have scen 
her, inquir'd after her, or ever intend it. 

R. Heal. What, perhaps I aw the stumbling 
block? 

Sir Geo. You have hit it. 

R. Weal. Ay, now we come to the point, Well, 
and pray 

Ser Geo. Why, it is not so much a dislike to your 
perzon, though that is exceptionable enough; hu 
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your profession, dear uncle, is an insuperable obsta- 
cle. 

R. Neal. Good lack ! 
done, pray ? 

Sir Geo. Done! 


the whole mass 


And what harm has tlia: 
so Stained, polluted, and tainte! 
throwen such a blot en 
your *scutcheon, as ten regular successions can hard- 
ly efface. 

R. Meal. The dence! 

Sir Geo, And co 5 
vour duty as a faithful guardian, recommend iy 
union with the daughter of a trader ? 

R. cal. Why, indeed, Lask pardon; 
I did not weigh the matter 

Sr G 0. 5 05 2 horrid, 

R. Neal. But then I thought her having the ho!» 
}f the same flesn and bluud with your - 
a kind of fuller: 


S Contrast ed 1 ) on!. 


of „our blood, 


11d you now, consistent 


I am alt aid 
as mature!ly as I ougiite 


barbarous scheme! 


Our tO P artake 
Self n1ght Prove, in some measure, 
earth, to scour out the dirty Spots 
Merce. 

Sin, Geo. Impossible! 

R. IT 71. Beaides, 


even ot peers. 


here, it has been the practice 
Sir Geo, Don't mention the unnatural intercourse! 
Thank Heavn, Mr. Richard Wealr} 


. 1 . 
has been in another country, where 1 1 . e been too 


V, my education 


well instructed in tlie value of nobility to think 01 


intermixing it with the offspring of a Bourgeois, 
Why, what apology cou'd 1 make to my children tor 
giving them such 


despair, am afraid. 


. X PD — 
4 mother? 


| did not think of that. Then I must 
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Str Geo, I can afford but little hopes, Tho', upon 


recollection is the gribette pretty? 


N. Neal. A parent may be partial. She 13 thought 


So, 


Sir Geo. Al, la jolie petite Bourgtoise! Poor girl, 1 


Incerely pity her. And I suppose, to procure her 


rsion from the mercantile mud, no consideration. 


and be spar'd e 


N. Val. Wh, to be sure, for such an honour 


che wou'd strain a point. 


Sir Geo, Why then, not totally to destroy your 


hopes, 1 do recodleét an edict in favour of Brittany; 


1 \ LT 


that when a man of distinction engages in commerce, 
Is nobility is suffered to sleep. 
R. Neal. Indeed! 


Sir Co. And, upon his quitting the contagious 


connection, he is permitted to resume his rank. 


R. Meal. That's tortunate, 
Sir G. So, nuncle Richard, if vou will sell out 


of the stocks, shut up your counting- house, and 
quit. St. Mary-ax2 for eaten Rida 
N. Heal. What 85 i 


der Geo. Why, when your rank has had time to 
rouse itself, for I think vour nobility, nuncle, has had 
a pretty long nap, if the girFs person 15 pleasing 


and the purchase-money 15 adequate to the n 
ma in time be prevatled upon to restore her to the 


2 


icht of her family. 

It. Veal. Amazing condescension. 

Sir Geo. Good-nature is my foible. But, upon 
my soul, I would not have gone so lar for any bedy 
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J 


N. Wea!. I can contain no longer. Hear me, 
spendthrift, prodigal, do you know, that in ten days 
your whole revenue won't purchase vou a feather te 
adorn your empty head ?— 

Sir Geo. Heyday! what's the matter now? 

R. IWeal. And that you derive every acre of your 
boasted patrimony from your great-uncle, a s0ap- 
boiler ! 

Str &:0. Infamous aspersion! 

N. Teal, It was his bags, the fruits of his honest: 
industre, that preserved your lazy, beggarly nobili- 
ty. His wealth repaired your tottering hall, from 
the ruins of which even the rats had run. 

Sir Gro, Better our name had perishes ! Insup- 
portable! sbap-boiling, uncle! 

R. Neal. Lraduce a trader in the country of com: 
merce! It is treason against the community; and, 
for your punishment, I would have you restorcd to 
the sortid condition from whence we drew you, and, 
like vour predecessors the Picts, stript, painted, 
and 1e4 upon hips, haws, and blackberries. 

Sr Gro. A truce, dear haberdasher. 

NR. Teal, One pleasure I have, that to this goat 
Vou ure upon the gallop; but have a care, the sword 
hangs but by a thread. When next we meet, know 
ue for the master of your fate. LExit. 

S:r Geo. Insolent mechanic ! But that his Bour— 
cis blood would have soiled my sword 
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Entcr BARON and LOADER, 


{ [ 


der n. What is de matter? 
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Sir Go, A fellow here, upon the credit of a little 
affinity, has dar'd to upbraid ine with 8 sprung 
from a s0ap-bo1ler. 

Sir Nil. Vat, you from the boiler of soap? 

Sir Geo. Me! 

Sir Mil. Aha, begar, dat is anoder ting And 
harka vou, Mister Monsieur, ha—how dare a you 
have d'affrontarv— | 

Ser Geo, HOW? 

Sir Wil. De Ne ce to sit down, play wid me? 

Sir Gg. 5 this? 

Sir Wil. A 1 ggarly Bourgeois vis-a-vis, a Baron 
of twenty descents. 

oad. But, Baron — 
Sir. Nil. Bygar, I am almost ashamed to win of 
such a low, dirty Give me my monies, and let ame 

never see your face. 

Load. Why, but Baron, vou mistake this thing; 


I know the old buck this fellow prates about. 


Sir Mil. May be. 

Load. Pigeon me, as true a gentleman as the 
Grand Signior. He was, indeed, a good-natur'd, 
obliging, friendly fellow; and being a great judge 
of soap, tar, and train-oil, he ns'd to have it home 
to his house, and sell it to his acquaintances for rei 
dy money, to serve them. 

Sir Wil, Was dat all ? 

Load. Upon my honour, 

Sir Mil. Oh dat, dat is anoder ting. BygarT was 
afraid he was negotiant. 

Lead. Nothing like it 
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Enter Dick. 
Dick, A gentleman to enquire for Mr. Loader. 
LExit. 
Load. I come A pretty son- of- a- bitch this Ba. 
ron! Pi PE for the man, picks his pocket, and then 
wants to kick him out of company, because his un 
cle was an oilman. [- Ex: 
Sir Wil. I beg 888 Chevalier, I was mistake. 
Sir Geo, Oh, don't mention it; had the Nam bet 


fact, your behaviour was natural enough. 
z © 


1H 
Enter Loapyn. : 


C 
'B74Y 

wat Mi irk. the auction- 
Load, Mr. Smirk, the auctioneer. 
CC.tl 


Sir Geo. Show him in by all means. 8. 
1 E x:t Load: / 
Sir Vil. You have affair. 

Geo, If you'll walk into the next room, they 


ne 
will be finished in five minutes, Eri Ser Willig 
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man's meat alrrady; as sweet as a nosegay, and a: 


ripe as a Cherry, you rogue. Dispatch him, mean ; 
time we'll manage the girl. L Exit 
Smurk. You are the principal. 
Sir Geo. Even $0. I have, XIr. Smirk, 801 
things of a considerable value, which I want to di- 
pose of immediately. 


Smirkt, You have: 
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Sir Geo. Could vou assist me? 

Smirk, Doubtless. 

Sir Geo, But directly? 

Smirk, We have an auction at twelve. I'll add 
your cargo to the catalogue. 

Sir Gco. Can that be done? 

Smiri. Every day's practice: it is for the credit of 
the sale. Last week, amongst the valuable eſtucts 
of a gentleman going abroad, I sold a choice coll-:C- 


tion of china, with a curious service of plate; though 


the real party was never master of above two Delt 
dis hes and a dozen of pewter in all lis lite. 

Str Geo, Very artificial. But this must be con- 
Ceai'd. 

Smit. Bury'd here. Oh, many an aigrette and 

;3taire have I sold, to discharge a lady's play debt. 
Bt then we must knuw the parties, otherwise it 
might be knock'd down to the husband himself. — 
a, ha, —Hev ho! 

der Geo, True, Upon my word, your profession 


requires parts. 


Smirk. Nobody's more. Did you ever hear, Sir 
George, what first rdught 1 me into the business? 

Sir Gro, Never. 

Smirh. Quite an accident, as I may say. Vou 
must have known my predecessor, Mr. Prig, the 


greatest man in the world in his ay, ave, or that 

Ver Was, or ever will be; quite a jewel of a man: 
he would touch you up a lot; there as NO resisting 
tim. He wou'd force you io bid whether you wou'd 
o no. I shall never see his equal. 
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Sir Geo. You are modest, Mr. Smirk. 

Smirk. No, no, but his sRhadow. Far be it from me 
to vie with that great man, But as I was saying, my 
predecessor Mr. Prig, was to have. a sale, as it might 
be on a Saturday, On Friday, at noon, I shall never 
forget the day, he was suddenly seized with a violent 
cholic. He sent for me to his bed-side, squeez'd me 
by the hand; dear Smirk, said he, what an accident! 
You know what is to-morrow ; the greatest show 
this season; prints, pictures, bronzes, butterflies, 
medals, and minionettes, all the world will be there; 
Lady Dy Joss, Nrs. Nankyn, the Duchess of Dupe, 
and every body at al: you see my state, it will be 
impossible for me to mount. What can I do? It 
was not for me vou Know ic advice that great man. 

Sir Geo. No, no. 


Smirk. At last, looking wishfully 


. Nenn 
\ 72. Ine, Sznir, 
_ 


says he, d'you love me? Mr. Prig, can you doubt 


it — I 'I put it to the test, says he; supply my place 
to-morrow, —T, eager to show my love, rashly and 
rapidly replied,— I will. 

Sir Geo, That was bold. 

Smirk., Absolute madness! But I had cone too fa 
to recede. Then the oint was, to Prepare tor the 
awful occasion. The first want that occurred to ne 
was a Wig, but this was too material an article to de- 
pend on my own judgment; I resolved to consult 
my friends. I told them the aFair—You hear, gen- 
tlemen, what has happened; Mr. Prig, one of the 
greatest men in his way the world ever saw, or EVe1 
wil, quite a jewe! of a man, taken with a violent fit 
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of the cholic; to-morrow, the greatest show this sca- 
son; prints, pictures, bronzes, butterfiies, wedals, 


Me 

TA and minionettes; every body in the World to be 

hs there; Lady Dy Joss, Mrs. Nankyn, Duchess ot | 
M Dupe, and all mankind : it being impossible he 

1 Should mount, I have consented to sell hey i 


i | star'd—it is true, gentiemen, Now i shuuld be glad 


1 | to have your opinions as to a wig.' | hey were di- 

Ss vided : some recommended atyc, others a bag; one 

$, mentioned a bob, put was scon over rul'd. No for 

Ta my part, I own 1 rather inclin'd to the bag; but © 

6 avoid the imputation Gf rashness, Ir solved to ture 

5 Mrs. Smirk's judgment, my wife, a dear good woman, 

t fine in figure, high in taste, a superior genius, and 

” Knows old china like a Nabob. 
Str Geo. What was her decision? 4 
S merh. I told her the case. —My dear, you know ; 

1 | 


+ what las happened. My good friend Mr. Prig, the 
greatest nian iu the world, in his way, that ever was, 


* 4 

3 or ever will be, quite a jewel of a man, a violent fit of 

the cholic—the greatest Show this season to-morrow, h 

| pictures, and every thing in the world; all the world 3 

„ will be there: now, as it is impossible he Should, I g 
mount in his stead. You know the importance of a 
„ wig; I have ask'd my friends—$ome recommended 
Y a tye, others a bag, - lat is your opinion? Why, to 

f deal freely, Mr. Smirk, says she, a tye for your 'K 

round, regular, smiling face, would be rather too | 

formal, and a bag rather too boyish, deficient in dig- 'Y 

- | nity for the solemn occasion; were { worthy to ad- | 

| vie, you should wear a something between both, 1 

K 3 l 

; 1 
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I'll be hang'd if you don't mean a major. I jumpt at 
the hint, and a major it was. 

Sir Geo, So, that was fixt. 

Smirk. Finally. But next day when I came to 
mount the rostrum, then was the trial. My limbs 
Shook, and my tongue trembled. The first Jot was 
a chamber-utensil, in Chelsca china, of the pea-green 
pattern. It occasioned a great laugh; but 1 got 
through it. Her Grace, indeed, gave me great en- 
couragement. I overhe ird her whisper to Lady Dy, 
upon my word Ir. Smirk does it very well. Very 
well, indeed, Mr. Smirk, addressing herself to me. 
| made an acknouledaing bow to her Grace, as in 


2 Ty 
* 


duty bound. But one flower flounced involuntarily 
from me that day, as I may sav. I remember Dr. 
Trifle called it enthusiastic, and pronounc'd it a pre- 
sage of my future greatness. 

Sir Geo, 1 was that? 

Smirk. Why, Sir, tlie lot was a guido? a single 
figure, a murvettods fine performance; well pre- 
Serv'd, and highly finisli'd. It stuck at five-and- 
forty ; I, charm'd with the picture and piqued at the 
people, A- going for ſive- und- forty, nobody more 
than five-and-forty ? Pray Ladies and Gentlemen, 
look at this piece, quite flesh and blood, and only 
wants a touch trom the torch of Prometheus to start 


From the canvass and fall a bidding. A genera} 


plaudit ensu'd; I bow'd, and in three minutes 
Knock'd it down at sixty-three, ten. 

Sir Cco. That was a stroke at lenst equal to vou“ 
Master. 


' 
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Sir. O deer me? you did not know the great 
man, alike in every thing. He had as mich to say 
upon a ribbon as a Raphael. His manner too was 
nnitchly fine. I remember, they took him off at 
the piav-house, Some time ago; pleasant, but wrong. 
Public characters should not be sported with I hey 
are Sacred — But we lose time. . 

Sir Geo, Oh, in the lobby, on the table, you will 


find the particulars, 


Smirk, We shall see vou. There will be a world 
of company. I Shall please you. But the great 11 - 
ety oi our art is, the eve. Mark how mine skiins 
round the room. Some bidders. are shy, and only 


advance with a nod; bat ] nail them. One, two, 


three, four, five You will be surpriz'd-—Ha, ha, 
ha, —heigh ho : LEA n. 


THE-END OF. THE. SECOND Aer. 
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ACT III. 


222 — RACED —— 
Euter Sik GEORGE and LOADER. 


& Ge: „ge. 


A MOST infernal run. Lets see. (Pulls out a 
card). Loader a thousand, the Baron two, Tally 
Enough to beggar a key: Everv shilling 
of Transfer's supply exhausted ! nor will even the 
sale of my moveables prove sufficient to discharge 
my debts. Death and the devil ! In what 468 
cation of calamities has a tew days plung'd me! Aud 
no resource! 

Load. Knight, here's old Moll come to wait on 
you ; she has brought the tid-bit I spoke of. Shall 
I bid her send her in? 

Sir Geo, Pray do. [ Exit Loader, 


Enter Mrs. COLE and Lucy. 

Mrs. Cole. Come along Lucy. You bashful bag- 
gage, I thought 1 had silenc'd your scruples. Don't 
ou remember what Mr. Squintum said: A woman's 
not worth saving, that won't be guilty of a Swinging 
sin; for then they have matter to repent upon. 


Here, your honour, I leave her to your management. 
She is young, tender, and timid! does not know 
what is for her own good: but your honour will 
soon teach her. I would willingly stay, but I must 
not lose the lecture. [ Exit. 
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S'r Geo, Upon my credit, a fine figure! Aukward 
Can't produce her publickly as mine! but she will 
do for private amusement Will you be scated, Miss? 
— Dumb! quite a picture! She too wants a touch 
of the Promethcan torch—Will you be so Kind, 
Ma'am, to walk from your frame and take a char? 
—Come, prithce, Why so Coy ? Nay, I ain not very 
2dro:t in the custom of this country, 1 suppose 1 
must conduct you—Come, Miss. 

Lucy. O, Sir! 

Sir Geo. Child! 

Lucy. It you have any humanity, spare me, 

Sir Geo, In tears! What can this mean! Artifice, 
A projet to raise the price, I suppose. Lookee, my 
dear, You 102y Save this piece for another occasion. 
It won't do ith ime; Jam no novice—So, child, a 
tiuce to Your tragedy, beg 

*. Indeed you wrong me, Sir; indeed you do. 

Ser G. Wrong you! how came you here, and tor 

Lat purpose? 

Luc. A shameful one. I Know it all; and vet 


. 10 | 4 » 
believe me, Sir, 1 am innocent. 


Sir Geo, Oh, I don't quesrion that, Your pious 


patroneys d provct Ot your tnngycence, 
* * . 
Lacy. Wilat Can I su to gain your credit? And 


vet, Sir, Strong A Appearances are against me, * all 


that's holy, yuu ste me here, a poor distrest, in- 
voluntary Victim, 

Sr Geo, Her style's above the common Rent her 
ars are re at. Ki. 52s Ciuld.— How te 00 ure 
tf: erabies ! 
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Lucy. Say then JI am safe. 

Sir Geo. Fear nothing. 

Lucy. May Heaven reward you.-—T cannot. 

Sir Gro, Prithee, child, collect yourself, and help 
me to unravel this mystery. You came hither wile 
lingly ? There was no force? 

Lucy. None. 

Sir Geo. You know Mrs. Coe 

Lucy. Too well. 

Sir Geo. How c:me you then to trust her? 

Lucy. Mine, Sir, 1s a tedious meiancholy tale, 

9:r Geo. And artless too? 

Lucy. As innocence. 

927 Geo. Give it me. 

Lucy, It will tire you. | 

Sir Geo. Not if it be true. Be just, and you will 
find me generous. | 

Lucy. On that, Sir, I reiy'd in venturing hither. 

Sir Geo. You did me justice. Trust me with all 
your story. It you deserve, depend upon my pro- 
tection. 

Lucy. Some months ago, Sir, I was consider'd as 
the joint heiress of a respectable wealthy merchant ; 
dear to my iriends, happy in my prospects, and my 
father's favourite. | 

Sir Cco. His name. 

Lucy. There you must pardon me. Unkind and 
cruel tho' he has been to me, let me discharge tlie 
duty oi a daughter ; suffer in silence, nor bring re- 
proach on him who gave me being. 


Sir Geo, I applaud your piety. 


re 
I 
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Lucy. At this happy period, my father, judging an 
addition of wealth must bring an increase of happi- 
ness, resolved to unite me with a man sordid in his 
mind, bratal in his manners, and riches his only re- 
commendation, My refusal of this il-suited match, 
though mildly given, enflamed my father's temper, 
naturally choleric; all enated his aftections, and ba- 
nish'd me his house, distrest and destitute. 

Sir Gro, Wou'd nedfriend receive vou? 

Lucy. Alas, how few are friends to the unfortunxte! 
Besides, I knew, Sir, such a step wou'd be consider'd 
by my father as an appeal from his justice. I thereſorec 
retir'd to a remote corner of the town, trusting, as 
my only advocate, to the tender calls of nature, in 
his coo! reflecting hours. 

Sir Geo. How came you to know this woman? 

Lucy. Accident plac'd me in a house, the mistress 
of which professed the same principles with my in- 
famous conductress, There, as enthusiasm is the 
child of melancholy, I caught the infection. A con- 
stant attendance on their assemblies procured me the 

acquaintance of this woman, whose extraordinary 
zeal and devotion first drew my attention and con— 
fdence. I trusted her with my story, and in return, 
receiv'd the warmest invitation to take the protection 
of her house. This 1 unfortunately accepted. 

Sir Geo. Unfortunately, indeed 

Lucy. By the decency of appearances, I was some 
dme imposed upon; but an accident which, you will 
excuse my repeating, revealed all the horror of my 
tuation. Iwill not trouble you with a recital of all 
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the arts us'd to seduce me: happily they hitherto 
have fail'd. But this morning I was acquainted with 
my destiny; and no other ejection left me, but im- 
mediate compliance or a ail. In this desperate con- 
dition, you cannot wonder, Sir, at my choosing ra- 
ther to rely on the generositv of a gentleman, thun the 
humanity of a creature insensible to pity, and void of 
every virtue. 

Sir Geo. The event shall justify. your choice. You! 
have my faith and honour for your security. Fo: 
tho' I can't boast of my on geœodness, vet I have an 
honest feeling for aAicied virtue ; and, however un- 
fashionable, a spirit that dares afford it protection. 
Give me your hand. As soon as 1 have dispatch'd 
some pressing business here, 1 Vill lodge you in an 
asy lum, sacred to the distresscs of your sex; v here 
indigent beauty is guarded from temptations, and de- 
luded innocence rescued from iniamv. 

LE Ve. 


Euter Snir r. 

Zooks, I have toil'd like a horse; quite tird by 
Jupiter. And what $hul 1 oct tor muy pains: The 
old fellow here talks of making nie cry for lite. 
Easy! and what does he mean by easy: HCl make 
me un exciseman, I suppose, and so with an inkhoin 
at my button-hole; and a taper switch in my hand, I 
Shall run about gauging of beer barrels. No, that 
will never do. This lad here is no tool. Foppish, 
indeed. He does not want parts, no, nor Principles 


neither. I overheard his scens with the girl, I thins 
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may trust him. I have a great mind to venture it. 
It is a shame to have him dup'd by this old don. It 
must not be. I'll in and untold—Ha !—Egad I 
kave a thought too, which, it my heir apparent can 
execute, I] shall still lie conceal d, and perhaps be re- 
warded on both $1des. 
I bave it,—'tis engender'd, piping hot. 
And now, Sir Knight, PI! match you with a plot. 
LExit. 


Fnter StR WILLIAM and RICHARD WEALTHY. 

R. Heal. Well, 1 suppose, by this time you are sa- 
tished what a scoundrel you have brought into the 
world, and are ready to finish your foolery. 

Str Mil. Got to the catastrophe, good brother, 

R. Weal. Let us have it over then. 

Sir Mil. I have already alarmed all his trades- 
men. I supposc we shall soon have him here, witlt 
a legion of bailifts and constables. Oh, have you my 
will about you ? 

R. Meal. Yes, yes. 

Ser Wil. It is almost timeto produce it, or read him 
the clause that relatesto his rejecting your daughter. 
That will do his business. But they come. I must 
return to my character. 


Enter SHIFT. 

Shkrft. Sir, Sir, we are all in the wrong box; our 
scheme is blown up; your son has detected Loader 
and Tally, and s playing the very devil within. 

Sir Mil. Oh, the bunglers ! 
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Sh:ft. Now for it, youngster. 


Enter Six GEORGE, driving in LOADER and another, 


Sir Geo. Rascals, robbers, that, like the locust, 
mark the road you have taken by the ruin and de- 
solation you leave behind you, 

Load. Sir George! 

Sir Geo, And can youth, however cautious, be 
guarded against such deep-laid, complicated villainy? 
Where are the rest of your diabolical crew ? your 
auctioneer, usurer, and——O, Sir, are you here? ! 
am glad you have not escaped us, however. 

Str Wil, What de devil is de matter: 

Sir Geo. Your birth, which I believe an imposition, 
preserves you, however, from the discipline those 

ogues have receivid. A baron—a nobleman—a 
| Hey O shame! It is enough to banish all con- 
dence from the world. On whose faith can we re- 
Iv, when those, whose honour 1s held as sacred as an 
oath, unmindful ot their dignity, descend to rival 
pick-pockets 1 in their infamous arts. What are these? 
( pulls out dice, ) pretty implements! The fruits of 
your leisure hours! | they are dexterously done. 
You have @ fine mechanical turn.—Dick secure the 
door, 


Ars. Col, ſpeaking as entering. 

Mrs. Cole. Here I am at last. Well, and how is 
vour honour, and the little gentlewoman ?—Bless me! 
nat is the matter here? 

eo, Lam, Madam, treating your ffiends with 
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a cold collation, and you are opportunely come for 
vour share. The little gentlewoman is safe, and in 
much better hands than you designed her. Abomi- 
nable hypocrite | who, tottering under the load of ir- 
reverent age and infamous diseases, inflexibly pro- 
ceed in the practice of ever 
tituting the most 5s acred ins! 
ternal purposes. 

Mrs. Cole. I hope your Honour 

Sir Geo, Take her away. As you have been sin- 
gular in your penitence, you ought to be distinguished 
in your penance; which I promise you, shall be 


Most publicly a id plen titully y bes OY . 
[ Ex:t Mrs. Cole. 


iy 
& + 


vice, impiously pros- 
tutions to the most in- 


Enter Dick, 
Dick. The constables, Sir. [ Enter Constables. 
Sir Geo. Let,them come in, that I may consign 
these Gentlemen to their care. [To Ser 37 ] Your 
letters of nobility you will produce in a court of 


justice. Tho', if I read you riglit, you are one of 
those indigent, itinerent nobles of your own creation, 


which our reputation for hospitality draws hither in 
Shoals, to the shame of our understanding, the im- 
pairing of our fortunes, and when you are trusted, 
the betraying of our designs. Officers, do your du- 
ty. | 

Sir Wil, Why, don't you know me: 

Sir Geo. Just as I guess'd. An imposter. He has 
recover'd the free use oi his tongue already. 

Ser Mil. Nay, but George. 


Sir Geo, Insolent familiarity ! away with him. 
F 2 
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Sir Pil. Hold, hold a moment. Brother Rich- 
ard, set this matter to rights. 

R. Weal. Don't you know him? 

Sir Geo, Know him! the , very question is an af- 
front. 

R. IVeal. Nay, I dot wonder at it. Tis vour fa- 
ther, you fool. 

Sir Geo. My father? Impossible! 

Sir Vil. That may be, but 'tis true. 

Sir Geo. My father alive! Thus let me greet the 
blessing. 

Sir Wil. Alive! Ay, and I. believe I shan't be in 
a hurry to die again. 

Sir Geo. But, dear Sir, the report of your deat]; 
— and this disguise to what 

Sir Mil. Don't ask any questions. Your uncle 
will teil you all. For my part, I am sick of tlie 
scheme. 


R. Weal. I told you what would become of your 
politics. 

Sir Nil. You did so, but if it had not been for 
those Clumsy scoundrels, the plot was as good a plot 
—0 George, such discoveries I have to make. 
Within l unravel the whole. 

Sir CS. Perhaps, Sir, I may match 'em. 

Shift. Sir. L Pulls him by the sleeve. 

Sir Gro, Never fear. It is impossible, gentlemen, 
to determine your tate, till this matter is more fully 
explain'd ; till when keep *em safe in CuStody 
Do you know them, Sir? 


Si Mil. Yes, but that's more than they did me 
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I can cancel vour debts there, and, I believe, prevail 
on those gentlemen to refund too 


But you have 
been a sad profligate young dog, eee 
Sir Gco. I can't boast of wy goodness, Sir, but I 
think I could produce you a proof that I am not 50 
totally destitute of 8 
Sir Wil. Ay ! why then prithee do. 


Sir Geo. I have, Sir, this day, resisted. a tempta- 
tion, that greater pretender tO moraltiy might have 
yielded to. But Iwill trust myselt no longer; and 
must crave your interposition and protection. 

Sir IVil. To what: 

Sir Geo. Iwill attend you with the explanation in 


an instant. LE. 
Sir Mil. Prithee, Shift, what docs he mean ? 
Shiiñ t I believe I Can guess. 2 


Sir Nil. Let us have it. 

Shift, 1 suppose the allair I overheard just now; 
a prodigious fine, n girl, faith, that, disc ST 
by her family, for refusing to marry her 7 ndtather, 
fell into the hands ot wt, e venerable lady you saw; 
who being the kind catercr for your son's amuse-— 
ments, brought her hither for a purpose obvious 
enough. But the young gentleman, touched with her 
story, truth, and tcars, was converted from the spoil- 
er of her honour to the protector of her innocence. 

Sir Nil. Lookee there, brother, did not I tell you 
that George was not so bad at the bottom! 

R. Weal. This does indeed atone for half the— 


But they are here, 
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Euter Sir GEORGE and LUCY, 


di Geo, Fear nothing, Madam, you may safely 
rely on the 

Lucy. My father! 

R. Heal. Lucy! 


Lucy. O, Sir, can you forgive your poor distrest, 


unhappy girl? You scarce can guess how hardly I've 
been us'd since my banishment from your parental 
roof. Want, pining want, anguish, and shame, have 
been my constant partners. 

Sir Mil. Brother! 

Sir Geo. Sir! 

Lucy. Father! 

R. Weal. Rise, child, *tis I must ask thee forgive- 
ness. Canst thou forget the woes I've made thee 
suffer? Come to my arms once more, thou darling 
of my age.—What mischief had my rashness nearly 
completed. Nephew, I scarce can thank you as 1 
ought, but— 

Sir Geo. Jam richly paid, in being the happy in- 
Stroment—Yet, might 1 urge a wish 

R. Weal. Name it. 

Ser Geo. That you would forgive my follies of to- 
day; and, as I have been providentially the occasion- 
al guardian of your daughter's honour, that you 
would bestow on me that right for lite. 

R. Weal. That must depend en Lucy; her will, 
not mine, shall now direct her choice What says 
your father? 


Sir Mil. Me! Oh, I'll show you in an instant. 
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Give me vour hands, There children now vou are 
joined; and the devil take him that wishes to part 

ly You. 

Sir Geo. I thank you for us both. . 
R. Weal. Happiness attend you. 

Str Wil. Now, brother, I hope you will allow me 


t, | to be a good plotter. All this was brought to bear 
'e | by my means. 

1 Shift. With my assistance, I hope, you'll own, 
* Sir 

= al » 


} 


Sir Wit. That's true, honest Shift, and thou shalt 
be richly rewarded; nay, — be your friend 
too. This Shift is an ingenious fellow, let me tell 
vou, son. 


be. Sir Geo. Jam no stranger to his abilities, Sir. But | 
e if you please, we will retire. The various struggles t 
4 of this fair sufferer require the soothing softness of K 
* a Sister's love. And now, Sir, I hope your fears for ö 
1 me are over; for had I not this motive to restrain (- 
my follies, yet I now know the town too well to be 9 

. ever its bubble, and will take care to preserve, at ; 
least, 4 

Some more estate, and principles, and wit, 1 

= Than brokers, bawds, and gamesters shall think fit. | 
1 SHIFT, addressing hinself to Str GEORGE. i 
And what becomes ot your poor servant Shitt ? 4 

Your father talks of lending me a lift 4 
s | A great man's promise, when his turn is serv'd ! f 


; 

x 

5 . 1 : 
Capons, on promises, wou'd soon be starv'd ; 1 
y 

| 


r 


2 
= . 2 x bid. 
2 
5 


£8 THY MINOR, A III. 


5 

No, on myself alone I'll now rely: | 

Gad I've a thriving traffic in my eye— 

Near the mad mansions of Moorfields I'll baw] ; 1 

Friends, fathers, mothers, sisters, sons, and all, {t 

Shut up your shops, and listen to my call. | 

With labour, toil, all second means dispense, 

And live a rent-charge upon Providence. 

Prick up your cars; a Story now I'll] tell, 

Which once a widow and her child befel ; 

I knew the mother and her daughter well. 

Poor, it is true, they were; but never wanted, 

For whatsoc'er they ask d, was always granted: 

One fatal day the matron's truth was try'd, 

She wanted meat and drink, and fairly cry'd. 

LCAild.] Mother, you cry! [ Moth. Oh, child, I've 
got no bread. 

{ Child.) What matters that? Why Providence an't 
dead! 

With reason good, this truth the child might say, 

For there came in at noon, that very day, 

Bread, greens, potatoes, and a leg of mutton, 

A better sure a table ne'er was put on: 

Ay, that might be, ye cry, with those poor souls; 

But we ne'er had a rasher for the coals. _ 

And d'ye deserve it: How d'ye spend your days? 

In pastimes, prodigality, and plays! 

Let's go see Foote! ah, Foote's a precious linib! 

Old Nick will soon a foot-ball make of him! 

For foremost rows in $1de-boxes you shove, 

Think you to meet with side- boxes above? 
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Where giggling girls and powder'd fops may ay] 
No, you will all be cramm'd into the vit, 


And croud the house for Satan's benefit. ſ 
Oh! what you snivel ? well, do so no more, \ 
Drop, to atone, your money at the door, 

And, it 1 pleaze, LI give it to the pOOTs [| 


—— — 
—— — 


py 


„ 


- 
—— 


4 
- 


* 1 — — 2 
rr 


| 
| 
| 
| 
' 


_ 


— 
* — 
— — L * Si & ——— — = 2 rw —— » 4 
„ —_— — cn. — — . Ys —— Ft 
Lad — "38 r =” ·· „ r „ _— -— __—_— = — = = 
— dC — — T2 — — — * gy — — — — — — — - — > — 


— - —— —— — 8 * 
* — he, 5 | 
- — CC ͤͤ ³˙˙—ʃ—̃̃ ³ͤC-V! ] ùðmNêN;., — 8 
5 — * — _ 2 — — —— 


"IR - Fs 
Sud * 

He . 
0 1 = 
8 TE” F 

1 n 

Q 4.5 2 

"4X . 5 1 


Cc 


| by > ad — . +. 


4 n 
i r 


RN eee — * — 


8 
„„ 


8 


4. * 


I, * 4+ x | on | . 7 = = \ | 1115 
.οƷ.̈˙ if 


oh: lth * 1 Ws 


7 
{ 


THE KNIGHTS. 


LARGE, 


IN TWO ACTSs 


WRITTEN BY SAMUEL FOOTE, ESQ, 


AS PERFORMED AT THE 


THEA TRE-ROYAL, DRURY-LANE. 


* 
— — — Fez HAH" Et om we en — — — 


The Lines disengtiched by inverted Conumnas, ate omitted in the Representation. 


— — — — . — — — — —— — — — — — — — ——— — — 


— 


AD — —— — — — 


* 


London: 


PRINTED BY j. JARVIS, 


FOR IJ. PARSONS, N“ 21, PATERNQOSTER-ROWs 


1793. 


e 06. - WP. | . 0 IS. Rs ro 


| 


The Rnmights. 


A J FHOUGH this diverting farce has not been performed for a 
number of years ; yet, coming from the pen of so celebrated a 
writer as the late Samuel Foote, we pregume the patrons of this 
colleclion will honour it with a welcome, and ferhaps join with 
is in the hope of its revival on the Stage. 

The charater of TI ts well «uited to the talents of that ad- 
mirable comedian the Younger Bannister: as for the Elder, it was 
well known that when Foote expired, he left b one uu him, 
and that one Charles Bannister 5 who could perso, with any de» 
gree of surcess, those charatters, which owed thety e: is5Rence (0 
the creative ; and their effect to the ailing powers of (Ret mints 
table author. 

The KxicRrs made their first public appearance, $0 long 
back as the year 1747, at the Haymarket Little Theatre.—— 
Their reception. was a cordial one, and Such as their or; matltty, 
and itrength of character, in fer feft harmony with nature, $0 well 
entitled them to expe ſrom a Brittsh audience, 

It has been Said, that Mr. Murfhy had an eye upon the news- 
hunter of Mr. Foote, in his Knights, when he drew hi own in 
the Ubholsterer; however that may be, it is very evident that tg 
gifſercnce between the two politicians ts very material, 
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APPY my muse, had she first turn'd her art, F 


From hononr's dangerous path, to touch the heart. 
They who, in all the bluster of blank verse, 

The mournful tales of love and war rehearse, 

Are sure the critics censure to escape; 

You diss not heroes now, you only—gape: 

Nor (strangers quite to herocs, kings, and queens, j 
Dare you intrude your judgment on their scenes. 


A different lot the comic muse attends, 


She is oblig'd to treat you with your friends: 'Y 
. a ha bn 
Must search the court, the forum, and the city, 5 
Mark out the dull, th d t] aw 4 
Mark out tne dull, the gallant, and the witty; 4 
. . - P z 
Youth's wild profusion, th? avarice of age; A 
* . 2 iy 
Nay, bring the Pit itself, upon the stage. 1 
0 0 1 
First to the bar she turns her various face: 1 
| {1 
| 


Hem, hem! My lord, I'm counsel in this case ;- 

And if so be your lordship should think fit, a 
Why to be sure, my client must submit: 
For why, because Then off she trips again 


And to the sous of commerce shifts her scene: 
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There, whilst the griping sire, with moping cure, 


Defrauds the world himself, t'enrich his heir; 


— — — i. >> 
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The pious boy, his father's toil rewarding, - 


For thousaud throws-a main at Covent-Garden. 
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6 PROLOGUE. 


These arc the portraits we're oblig'd to show: 
You are all judges if they're like or no: 

Here should we fail, some other shape we'll try, 
And grace our future scenes with novelty. 

I have a plan to treat you with Burletta, 

That cannot miss your taste, Mia spiletta. 

But should the following piece your mirth excite, 
From Nature's volume we'll persist to write, 
Your partial favour bade us first proceed; 


Then spare th' offender, since you urg'd the deed. 


THE KNIGHTS. 


ATI. 


SCENE 1.— 4 Room. 
HARTOP and JENKINS discovered. 
Jenkins, 


7 I SHOULD not choose to marry into such a fa- 
mily. 

Har. Choice, dear Dick, is very little concern'd 
in the matter; and to convince you that love is not 
the minister of my counsels, know, that I never saw 
but once the object of my present purpose; and 
thut too at a time, and in a circumstance, not very 
iikely to stamp a favourable impression. What 
think you of a raw boarding-school girl at Lincoln 
Minster, with a mind unpolish'd, a figure unin- 
form'd, and a set of features tainted with the colours 
of her unwholesome food. 

Jenk. No very engaging object indeed, Hartop. 

Har. Your thoughts now were mine then ;, but 
some connections I have since had with her father, 
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3 THE KNIGHTS, ACE 1: 


have given birth to my present design upon be 

You are no stranger to the situation of my dircum 
Stances : my neighbourhood to Sir Penurious Triffe, 
was a sufficient motive for his advancing what mo - 
ney I wanted by way of mortgage; the hard terms 
he imposed upon me, and the little regard 1 have 
paid to economy, h1s made it necessary for me to 
attempt, by some scheme, the re-establishment of 
My fortune. This young lady's simplicity, not to 
call it ignorance, preented her at once us a proper 
subject for my purpose. 

Feiik. Success to you, Jack, with all my soul! a 
fellow of vour spimt and vivacity, mankind ought 
to support for the sake of themselves. For what- 
« ever Seneca and the other woral writers may have 
suggested in cuntempt of riches, it is plain their 
maxims were not calculated for the world as it 
© now stands. In days of vore, indeed, when vir- 
© tue was called wrsdom, and vice folly, such princi- 
© ples might have been encourag'd : but as the pre- 
« sent subjects of dur enquiry are, not what a man 
is, but what he has; as to be rich, is to be wise 
© and virtucus; and to be poor, ignorant and VIC:- 
« ous; I heartily applaud your plan. 

Har. Your observation is but too just. And is 
it not, Dick, a little unaccountable, that we, who 
concescend so servilely to copy the follies and fop- 
E peries of our Polite neighbours, should be so to- 
© tally averse to an imitation of the:r virtues? In 


France, has he wealth? is an interrogation never 
put, till they are disappointed in their enquiries 


* 


— 
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0 9 


gafter the birth and wisdom of a fashionable fel- 


low: but here, how much a-year?—two thousand 


The devil! In what county? Berkst.re. In- 


« deed ! God bless us! a happy dog! How tie 


” « ({euce came Ito be interested in a man's fortune, 


— 


unless I am his steward or his taylor? indeed, 
« knowledge and genius are worth examining into; 
© by those my understanding may be improv'd, or 
« my imagination gratify'd: but why such a man 
© being able to cat ortolans, and drink French wine, 
is to recommend him to my esteem, is what! 
can't readily conceive.“ 

Jenk. This complaint may with justice be made 
of all imitations : the ridiculous side is ever the 
object imitated.“ But, a truce to moralizing, and 
to our business.“ Prithee, in the first place, huw 
can you gain admittance to your mistress? and, in 
the second, is the girl independent of her tather ? 
His consent, I suppose, you have no thought of ob- 
(aININg. 

Har. Some farther proposals concerning my 
estate; such as an increase of the mortgage, or an 
absolute sale, is a sufficient pretence for a vist; and 
as to the cash, twenty to my knowledge; indepen- 
dent too, you rogue! and, besides, an only child, 


- 
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you know: and then, when things are done, they 


| reconcile the old fellow at last. 


can't be undone—and *tis well, 'tis no worse—and a 
hundred such pretty proverbs, will, *tis great odds, 
Besides, my papa 


a posse, has a foible, which, if I condescend to hu- 
mor, 1 have his soul, my dear. 
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10 THE K NICHTS. Act J. 


Jenk. Prithee, now you are in spirits, give me: 
portrait of Sir Penurious ; though he is my neigh. 
bour, yet he is so domestic an animal, that I know 
no more of him than the common country- conver- 
sation, that he is a thrifty, wary man. 

Fiar. The very abstract of penury ! Sir John Cut. 
ler, with his transmigrated stockings, was but a type 
of him. For instance, the barber has the growth ot 
his and his daughter's head once a-year, for shavin- 
the knight once a fortnight; his shoes are mad- 
with the leather ot a coich of his grandfather's, bui“ 
in the year One; his male-servant is footman,oroom, 
carter, coachman, and taylor; his maid emrloys her 
leisure hours in plain work for the neighbours, 
which Sir Penurions takes Care, as her labour is fc 
his emolument, shall be as many as possible, b. 
Joining with his daughter in scouring the rooms, 
making the beds, &c.—Thus much for his more! 
Character, Then as to his intellectual, he is a mere 
charte blanche; the last man he is with must affore 
him matter for the next he goes to: but a story ish. 
idol; throw him in that, and he swallous it; ns 
matter what, raw or roasted, savoury Or insipit, 
down it goes, and up again to the first person he 
meets. It is upon this basis I found my favour with 
the knight, having acquir'd patience enough to hear 
his stories, and equipp'd myself with a quantity suff. 
cient to furnish him. His manner is indeed peculiar, 
© and for once or twice entertaining enough. I. 
give yon a sgpecimen— Is not that an equipage? 

Jenb. Hey! yes faith; and the owner an acquaiat- 


by 
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ance of mine: Sir Gregory Gazette, by Jupiter! and 


his son Tim with him. Now I can match your 
Knight. He must come this way to the parlour. 
We'll have a scene; but take your cue; he is a 
country politician, 


Str GREGORY entering and WAITER. 


Sir Greg. What, neither the Gloucester Journal, 
nor the Worcester Courant, nor the Northampton 
Mercury, nor the Chester? Mr. Jenkins, I am your 
humble servant: A strange town t Mr. Jenkins, 
no news stirripg, no papers taken in! Is that gen- 
tleman a stranger, Mr. Jenkins? Pray, Sir, not to be 
too bold, you don't come trum London: 

Har. But last night. 

Sir Greg, Lack- a- day, that's wonderful! Mr, 
Jenkins, introduce me. 

Jenk, Mr. Hartop, Sir Gregory Gazette. 

Sir Greg. Sir, I am proud to—Well, Sir, and 
what news? You come from — Pray, Sir, are you 
a parhament-man ? 

Har. Not J, indeed, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Good lack! may be, belong to the law ? 

Har. Nor that. 

ir Greg, Oh, then in some of the offices; the 
treasury, or the exchequer ? 

Har. Neither, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, that's wonderful! Well, 
but Mr. Pray what name did Mr Jenkins, Ha, 
ha 

Har. Hartop. 
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Sir Greg. Ay, true! —W hat, not of the Hartope «+ 
2 o$tON ? 


. No. | 
reg. May be not. There is, Mr. Hartop, 
2 thatTenvy you Londoners in much—quir-+ 
wers! Now I reckon you read a matter o! 
-tigets every day. 

Har Not one. 

Sir Greg, Wonderful!—Then, may be, you ar- 
about court; and so being at the fountain-head, 
know what 1s in the papers before they are printed, 

Har. I never trouble my head about them. —An 
eld fool! [ Apart. 

Sir Greg, Good Lord! Your friend, Mr. Jenkins, 
is very close. 

enk. Why, Sir Gregory, Mr. Hea-+op is much ig 
the secrets above; and it becomes 4 an so trusted 
to be Mary, you know. | 

Str Greg. May be so, may be so. Wonderfi! ! 
Ay, ay, a great man, no doubt. 

Fenk, But I'll give him a better insight into your 
character, and that will induce him to throw off 111: 
reserve. 

Sir Greg. May be so: dc, do; ay, ay. 

Fenk. Prithee, Jack, don't be so crusty: indulge 
the knight's humour a little! besides, if I gue-» 
right, it may be necessary for the conduct of you: 
design to contract a pretty strict intimacy there. 

Har. Well, do as you will. 

Jenk. Sir Gregory, Mr. Hartop's ignorance 0! 
your Character made him a littie shy in his replics : 
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but you will now find him more communicative; 
and, in your ear—he is a treasure; he is in all the 
mysteries of government! at the bottom of every 
thing. 

Sir Greg, Wonderful! a treasure! ay, may be so. 

Jenk, And, that you may have him to yourself, I'll 
go in Search of your son. 

Sir Greg, Do so, do so; Tim is without; just 
come from his uncle Tregegle's, at Menegizy, in 
Cornwall. Tim is an honest lad do so, do so Exit 
Jenk.) - Well, Mr. Hartop, and so we have a peace, 
lack-a-day; long-look'd-for come at last. But 
pray, Mr. Hartop, how many newspapers may you 
have printed in a week? 

Har. About an hundred and fifty, Sir Gregory. 

Sir Greg, Good now, good now! and all full, 1 
reckon; full as an egg; nothing but news! Well, 


well, I shall go to London one of these days. A 


hundred and fifty! Wonderful! And pray, now, 
which do you reckon the best? 

Flar. Oh, Sir Gregory, they are various in their 
excellencies as their uses. If you are inclin'd to 
Llacken, by a couple of lines, the reputation of a 
neichbour, „Whose character neither your nor his 
* whole life can possibly restore,“ you may do it for 
wo shillings in one paper: if you are displaced or 
disappointed of a place, a triplet against the ministry 
will be always we ! received at the head ot another; 
© and then, as a paper of morning-amuzement, you 
have the Fool. 
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14 THF K NICHTS. AT 7, 
© Sir Greg, The Fool! good lack! and pray why 5 
and what may that samè fool be? C 
Har. Why, Sir Gregory, the author has artful! 
assumed that habit, like the royal jesters of old, 0 Ni 
© level his satire with more security to himself, ard tc 
© severity to others. 01 


Sir Greg. May be so, may be so! © The Fool! 
ha, ha, ha! Well enough; a queer dog, anden, 
* fool, I warrant you. Killigrew; ah, I have heard 
s my grandfather talk much of that same Killigrew, W 21 
© and no fool.” But what's all this to news, Nr, 


Hartop? Who gives us the best account of the King Po 
of Spain, and the queen of Hungary, and those great Ne 
folks? Come now, you could give us a little news ii ! 
you would; come now—Snug !—nobody by. Go 
now, do; come, ever so little. PO 
Har. Why, as you so largely contribute to the sup- | Gr 
port of the government, it is but fair you should F it 
know what they are about. We are at Present in a anc 
treaty with the Pope. 12 
Sir Greg. With the Popet Wonderful! Good ſ » 
now, good now! How, how ? Pol 
Har. We are to yield him up a large track of the ha 
Terra-incognita, together with both the Needles, $A 
Scilly-rocks, and the Lizard-point, on condition SC 
that the Pretender has the government of Laputa, Hi 
and the bishop of Greenland sncceeds to St. Peter's i o 
chair: he being, you know, a Protestant, when pos- Fo 
/ 


e ssed of the pontificals, issues Gut a bu, Commanding BW 
«ll Catholics to be of liis religion: they deeming 1602 3! 


10 


Ross, thut it was between him and the dean of. 
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Pope infallible, follow his directions; and then, Sir 
Gregory, we are all of one mind. 

Sir Greg. Good lack, good lack! Rare news, rare 
news, rare news! Ten millions of thanks, Mr. Har- 
top. But might not J just hint this to Mr. Soakum, 
our vicar ? *twould rejoice his heart. 

Har. O fie, by no means. 

$/r Greg. Only à linea little hint--Do now? 

Her, Well, Sir, it is difficult for me to retute vou 
any thing, £7 Ih 

Sir Greg, Ten thousand thanks, Good now! the 
Pope— Wonderful! Il minute it down—Both the 
Needles? 

Har. Ay, both. 

Sir Greg. Good now; I'll minute it the Lizard- 
point—both the Needles—Scitly-rocks—bishop of 
Greenland—St. Peter's chair—W hy then, when this 
is finished, we may chance to attack the great Turk, 
and have holy wars again, Mr, Hartop. 

Har. That's part of the scheme. 

Sir Greg. Ah, good now! You see I have a head! 
Politics have been my study many a day. Ah, if I 
had been in London to improve by the newspapers! 
They tell me Dr. Drybones is to succeed to the bi- 
mopric of Wisper. 

Har. No; Doctor 


Sin Geg. Indeed! 1 was told by my landlord at 


Har, Jo wy knowledee. 
Sir Greg, Nay, you know best, to be sure. If it 


FE ould ——Ljus}! here's Mr. Jenkins and son Tim 
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mum !—HMr. Jenkins does not know any thing about 
the treaty with the Pope? 

Har. Not a word. 

Sir Greco, Mum! 


Enter T1M and Mr. J:xKixs, 

Jenk. Master Timothy is almost grown out of 
knowledge, Sir Gregory, 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! ay, ay; III 
weeds grow a-pace, Son Tim, Mr. Hartop; a 
great man, child! Mr. Hartop, son Jim. 

Har. Sir, I shall be always glad to know every 
branch that springs from so valuable a trunk as Sir 
Gregory Gazette, 

Sir Greg. Muy be so. Wonderful! ay, ay. 

Har. Sir, I um glad to sce you in Herefordshire; 
Have you been long from Cornwall? 

Tim. Ay, Sir; a matter of tour weeks or a month, 
more or less. 

Sir Greg, Well said, Tim. Ap, ay, ask Tim any 
questions, he can answer for himself. Tim, tell Mr. 
Hartop all the news about the elections, and the 
tinners, and the tides, and the roads, aud the pil- 
chards. I want a tew words with my Niuster Jenkins. 

Har. You have been so long absent from your na- 
tive country, that you have almost forgot it. 

Tim. Ves sure. I hu been at uncle Tregegle's a 
matter of twelve or a dozen year, more or less. 

Hear. Then I reckon you were quite impatient i9 
see your papa and mama? 

Tim. No sure, not I. Father sent for me to uncle. 


+ 
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—Sure Menegezy is a choice place! and I could a? 
Stay'd there all my born days, more or less. 

Har. Pray, Sir, what were your amuscments? 

Tim, Nan! what d'ye say; 

Har. How did you divert yourcelf? _ 

Tim. Oh, we ha' pastimes enow there :—we ha? 
bull-baiting, and cock-fhghting, and fishing, and 
hunting, and hurling, and wrestling. 

Har. The two last are sports for which that coun- 
try is Very remarkable ;—ia those, 1 presume, you 
are very expert. 

Tim. Nan! What? 

Har. I say you are a good wrestler. 

Zim. Oh, ves sure, I can wrestle well enow :—but 
we don't wrestle after your fashion; we ha' no 
tripping, fath and sole! we go all upon close hugs, 
or the flying mare. Will you try a fall, Master z= 
I won't hurt you, fath and <ole. 15 

Har. We had as good not venture though. But 


have you lett in Cornwall nothing that you regret 


the loss of more than hung and wrestling? 

Tim, Nan! What? 

Har. No favourite she? 

Tim. Arra, I coupled Favourite and Jowler to- 
gether, and sure they tugg'd ir all the way up. Part 
with Favourite! no, I thank you for nothing. You 
must know I nurs'd Favourite myself: uncle's 
huptsman was going to Mill-pond to drown all 
Music's puppies, so I saved she. But fath, I'll tell 
vou a comical story; at Lanston, they both broke 
loo, and eat a whole loin-a'-veal, and a leg of beet; 
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Crist!' Low Jandlord swear'd ! fath the poor fellow 
was almost maz'd; it made me die wr laughing. 
But how came you to know about our Favourite ? 

Har, A circumstance so material to his son, could 
not escape- the knowledge of Sir Gregory Gazette's 
friends. But here you mistook me a little *Squire 
Tim; I meant whether your aftections were not set- 
tie:l upon some pretty gul—Has not some Cornish 
lass caught your heart? 

TI. Hush! cod, the old man will hear; jog a t1- 
ny bit this vay—wron't a' tell father? 

Far. Upon my honour! 

Tim, W hy then, 111 tel! vort the whole story more 
or less. Do you know Maily Pengrouse ? 

Har. I am not so happy. 

Tim. Shes uncle's milk- mad; — she's as handsome 
Lord! her face all red and white, like the inside of 
a Shoulder of mutton ; so made love to our Mally : 
and just, fath, as 1 had got her good-will to run 

way to Exeter and be married, uncle found it out, 
and sent word to father, and father sent for me 
home ;—but 1 don't love her a bit the worse for 
that. But, cod, it you tell father, he'll knock 
my brains out; for he says, Vil disparage the fa- 
mily, and mother's as mad as a March hare about 
it — 80 father and mother ha' brought me to be 
married +0 $01ne young body in these parts, 

Har.” What, is my lady here? 

Tim. No, sure; dame Winm fred, as father calls 
her, could not come along. | 

Her. I am sorry for that; 1 have the honour to 
be a distant relation of her lady<:up's, 
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Tim. Like enough, fath !——5he's a-kia to half 
thy world think. But don't you say a word to fa- 
ther about Mally Pengrouse. Hush! 

Jen! Mr. Hirtop, Sir Gregory will be amongst 
us some tune he 13 going with his son to Sir Penu- 
rious Trifie's ;——there is a kind of a treaty of mar- 
rage on foot between Miss Sukey Irifle and Mr. 
Timothy. 

Har. The devil! (apart. ) 1 shall be glad of every 
circumstance that can make me better acquainted 
with Sir Gregory. 

S- Greg. Good now, good now; may be so, may 
be so! 

Tim. Father, sure the gentleman says as how mo— 
ther and he are a-kin. | 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Lack-a-Gay, lack-a- day! 
how, how ? I am proud to- but how, Mr. Hartop, 
how ? 

Har. Why, Sir, a cous.n-german of my aunt's 


first husband, intermarry'd wita a distant relation ot 


a collateral branch by the mother's side, the Ap- 
prices of Lantrindon; and we have ever since quar- 
tered in a *Scutcheon of pretence the three goat's 
tails rampant, divided by a cheveron, field-argent ; 
with a leek pendant in the dexter-poiut, to distin- 
guish the second house. 

Sir Greg. Wondertul wonderful ! nearly, near- 
ly related! Good now, good now, if dame Winni— 


ired was heie, he'd make em all -out with a wet 


finger; but they are above me. Prithee, lim, 
good now, sce atter the horses-—and, d'ye hear, try 
it you can get any newspapers. 


[ 
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Jim. Yes, father But cousin whiat-d've-call. 
um, not a word about Nially Pengrouse, 

Har. Num |! LExit Tin. 

S:r Greg, Good now, that boy will ma! 
mistake abou: the horses now! Vil go myself. Good 


”" FD G 11 
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now, no farther, cousin; if you please, no cere- 
11: ony—A hundred and fifty newspapers a week! 
the Foot!“ ha, ha, ha, wonderful! an odd dog. 

[ Exit Str Creg. 

7. So, Jack, here's a fresh spoke in your wheel, 

lian. This is a cursed cross incident. 

Jen. Mell, but something must be dune to frus- 

rate the scleme of your new Cousin's. Can you 
think of nothing ? 

Har, I have been hammering : pray, are the twh 
knights intimate? are they well acquainted with each 
oti.er's person? 

Jen. Faith, I can't tell; but we may soon know. 

Har. Cou'd you recommend me a good spirited 
girl, who has humour and compliance to follow a 
few dir2-<tions, and e EY fe enough to barter 
adittle inclination for 30ool. a-year and a fool? 

Jen. In part I guess vour design; the man's 
daughter of the house is a good lively lass, has a 
fortune to make, and no reputation to lose: I' 
call her Jenny (but the enemy's at hand- lI'I 
withdraw and prepare Jenny, When the worship— 
$u] family are retired, PIl introduce the wench. 

Exit fenk, 


* 
A 
: 


Ez 


4 
z 
* 
N 
% 


Ti 


— — 


@@ oo Hoe 


ay 


3 


wt 8 2 4 


Adq4T. THE KNIGHTS. 21 


Enter Sir GREGORY and TIN. 

Sir Grez. Pray, now, cousin, are you in friend» 
ship with Sir Penurious Trifle? 

Har. I have the honvur, Sir, of that gentleman's 
acquaintance. 

Sir Greg. May be so, may be $0!—but, Jack-a- 
day, cousin, is he such a miser as folks say? Good 
now, they tell me we shall hardly have necessaries 
for ourelves and horses at Gripe-hall ; but as 
you are a relation, you should, good now, know 
the affairs or the family, Here's Sir Penurious's 
letter; here, cousin. 


Har. Your overture I receive with pleasure, 
«and should be glad to meet you in Shropshe.—1 
fancy, from a thorough knowledge of Sir Penu— 


— 
©./ 


rious's disposition, and by what I can collect from 
the contents of that letter, he would be much bet- 
ter pleased to meet you here than at his own house. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, may be so !—a strange 
man! wonderful! But, goud now, cousin, what 
must we do? 

Har. 1 this morning paid Sir Penurious a visit; 
and if you'll honour me with your commands, 
I'll 


Sir Greg, Wonderful! to-diy!-——good now, 
that's lucky! counsin, you are very kind. God 
now, I'll send a letter, Tim, by cousin Hartop. 

Har. A letter from so old an acquaintance, and 
upon so happy an occasion, will secure me a tayour- 
able reception, 
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Sir Greg. Good lack, good lack, an old acyuaint. 

ance, indeed, cousin Hartop! we were at Hereford 
size together let's see, wonderful, how long ago? 

—'twas while I was courting Dame Winny, the year 
betore I married—Good now, how long: let's see 
that year the hackney stable was built, and Peter 
Uzly, the biind pad, fell into a saw-pit. 

Iim. Mother says, father and she was marry'd 
Uie first ot April in the year ten; and 1 knows 'tis 
thereabout, for I am two and thirty ; and brother 
jeremy, and Roger, and Gregory, and sister Nelly, 
were born'd before I. 

Sir Greg, Good now, good now! how time wears 
away! wonderful! thirty-eight years ago, Tim! I 
could not have thought it. But come in, let's set 
about the letter. But, pray, cousin, what diver- 
« Sions, good now, are going forward in London: 

Jar. Oh, Sir, we are in no distress for amuse- 
© ment; we have plays horas puppet-shews, mas- 
4 querades, bull-baitin 3, buxings, burlettas, routs, 
drums, aud a ag others. But I am in haste 
for your epistle, Sir Gregory.? 

Ser Greg, "Covey Your Servant. 

CExit Sir Gregory and Tim. 

Har. J am your most obedient—Thus far our 
scheme e and if Jenkins's girl can assume 
the aukward pertness of the daughter, with as muck 


success as I can imitate the spirited fol of Sir Pe- 
unrious the father, 1 don't despair of a happy catns- 


OP- 


1 0 
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© Enter rex 


Cu AM Fl FS. 
jenny. Sir 75 :ivilo 5 


- 


c [lar. Oh, Us id, Cur ins tructie 1 I S hal! be ate 


14 ministered within. 


e fenny., Nr. Jenkins has open'd your design, 


and I am ready and able to execute my part. 
Har. My dear, I have not the least deubt of 


either your inclination or adlity——But, pox take 


— 


this old fellow! what in the devil's name can 
bring him back ? Scour, Jenny. 


Enter Sir GREGORY, 


Ser Greg. Cousin, I beg pardon; but I have a 
favour to beg Good now, 66584 not you make 


interest at some coffee-house in London, to buy, 
* for a small matter, the old books of newspapers, 
Send them. into the country to me? They 
© would pass away the time rarely in a rainy day— 
ar. Sir, I'll send you a cart-load. 
« Sir Greg, Good now, good now! Ten thousand 
C thanks !—You are a cousin indeed. But, pray, 
cousin, let us, good now, see some of the works 


and 


Of that same foo] ? 


Jar. I'll send them vou all; but a 


Sir Greg. What, all ee e e that's 
© kind, cousin !—The Terra-incognita—both the 
E Necules——a great deal of that! —— But hat 
= © bishop is to be Pope? 
lar. Zounds, Sir, I am in haste for your let- 
© ter—=When | return, ask as many questions 


99 
- 


— 
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Ad J. 


Ser Greg. Good now, good now! that's true 
© VI] in, and about it. — But, cousin, the Pope i; 
© not to have Gibraltar ? 

Jar. No, no; damn it, no! As none but the 
Fool could say it, so none but ideuts would believe 
© him. Pray, Sir Gregory 

« Sir Greg. Well, well, cousin, lack-a-day! you 
gare $0—but pray —— 

* Har. Damn your praying! If you don't finish 
© your letter immediately, you may carry it your- 
ce self. 

© Sir Greg, Well, well, cousin! Lack-a-day, you 
© are in such a—good now, 1 go, I go. 

© Hay. But it the truth should be discover'd, I 
© shall be inevitably disappointed. 

Sir Greg. But, cousin, are Scilly rocks 

« Har. I wish they were in your guts with all my 
c heart. I must quit the field, I find. [ Exit. 

Sir Greg, Wonderful! good now, good now! 
© a passionate man! Lack- a- day, 1 am glad the Pope 
is not to have Gibraltar though.“ LExit. 


THE END OF THE FIRST ACT, 
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SCENE I.—Sir GREGORY, and TIM reading news 
to him, discovered. 
Tim, 
Con awrixorrs, N. S. Nov. 15, the grand 


Seigniour— 


— 


Sir Greg. Lack- a-day! gocd now, Tim, the po- 


litics, child: and read the stars, and the 
the blanks, as I taught you, 1im. 
Tim, Yes, tather—We can assure our readers, 


that the D— dash is to go to F blank: 


dashes, and 


and that a 


certain noble L— is to resign his pe in the t——y, 
in order to make room tor the two three stars. 


Sir Greg, Wonderful: good nov, goud now ! 
great news, Tim! Ah, I knew the two three stars 
would come in play one time or other. This London 
Evening knows more than any of them. Well, 
child, well, 

Tim. From the D. ]. 

Sir Greg. Ay, that's the Dublin Journal. Go 
on, Tim. 

Tim. Last Saturday, a gang cf highwaymen broke 
into an empty house on Ormond quay, and stripp'd 
it of all the furniture. 

Sir Greg, Lack-a- day, wonderful! 
height these rogues are grown! 


C 


To what a 
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Tin. Tne v to Mr. Keith 'S chapel, is turn of 


3 


Your 
Sir Greg. Psha! skip that, Tim; I know that 

road as well as the doctor: 'tis in every time. 7 
Tim. J. Ward, at the Cat and Gridiron, Petti- ru 

coat-lane, makes tabby all over for people inclined F | 

to be crooked; and if he was to have the universa: W bo 

world for making a pair of stays, he could not put | 

better stuff in them ne 
Sir Greg. Good now; where's that, Tim? ut 


Tim. At the Cat and G CRT father. we 
Sir Greg. I'll minute that: All my lady Isard's in 


children, good now, are inclined to be crooked, TH 
Enter a DRAWER. EW 
Draw. Sir, Mr. Jenkins begs to Speak with vou. | «0 


Sir Greg Good now ; desire him to walk in. at; 


T p71 S 
Eater IE EINS. 


enk. I thought it might not be improper to pre- k, 
pare you for a visit from Sir Penvrious Trifle. I | | 
saw him and his daughter alight at the apothecary's ch 
above. 

Sir Greg. What, they are come? Wonderful 1 


Very kind, very kind, very kind, indeed, Mr 
Come, Tim, settle my cravat : good now, let's he | 
a little decent. Remember your best bew to your 1 
mistress, Tim. 

Tin. Yes, father! but must not I kiss Miss MW «, 
Suck ? | | 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day; av, ay. Pray, 
Har top come along: 
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Jenk. I have not seen him; but 1 fency T had 
better introduce my neighibours. 

Sir Greg. Good now, would you be so kind. 
Fenking,) Stand behind me, Tim-—Pull dorvn your 
ruffles, child. 

Tim. But, father, won't Miss Suck think me 
bold if I kiss her chops the first time:? 

Sir e Lack-a day, no, Iim, no. Faint heart 
never won fair lady. Ha, Tim, had vou but scen 

ae attack dame Winny ! Eut times ar'n't as they 
were. Good now, ve were another kind of folks 
in those days; Stout enge <macks, that wou'd ha? 
made vour mouth water fag ain; and the mark stood 
upon the pouting 1p like the print upon a pound of 
butter. But the master- misses of the present age 
go, lack-a-day, as gingerly about it, as if they were 
atraid to fill their mouths with the paint upon their 
mistresses checks. Ah, the days I have seen! 

Tim. Nay, father, 1 warrant, if that's all, I kiss 
her hearty enow, fath and sole! 

Sir Greg, Hush, Tin, hush! Stand behind me, 
child. 


Enter HART Tor as Sir P:xURIOUS TRITILT, and 
JENNY aS AIS SUKEY, and JENKINS, 
Ser Greg, Sir Penurious, I am ovcrjoy'd -c d 
now ! 
Har. Sir Gregory, I kiss vour h. nd. My daughter 
Suck. 
Sir Greg. Wonderful !—NMiss, 1 am proud to 


41285 
214123 


Son Tim— ir Penurivus—Best bow, cluld 
SUCK G4 
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Tim. Awt that right father? [ Arsses her. 


% he Fa 
Sey LI 76 ＋ 


I . 


you look so well, You keep your on, Sir Penuri- 


(300d now, good now! I ain glad to sse 


OUS, 

Her. Ay, av, Stout enough, Sir Gregory; stou 
enough, brother knight; hearty as an oak. Hey, 
Dick: Gad, now talk of an oak, I'll tell you a 
story of an oak. It will make you die with laugh. 
ing. Hey, you Dick, you have heard it ; shall I tell 
it Sir Gregory ? 

Jeak, Though I have heard it so often, vet there 
is Something so engaging in your manner of telling 
a story, that it always appears new, 

Str Greg, Wonderful! good now, good now; 1 
love a Comical story. Pray, Sir Penurious, let's have 
it. — Mind, Iim; mind, child. 

Tim. Ves, facher; tath and sole, I love a choice 
Story to my heart's blood! 

Har. You, knight, I was at Bath last summer—a 
water that people drink when they are ill. You have 
heard of t e bath, Dick! Hey, you! 

Tim. Yes, faih, I know Bath; I was there in my 
Way up. 

Sir Greg, Hush, Tim; good now, hush! 

Har, There's a coffee house, you—a place where 
people drink coffee and tea, and read the news. 

S:r Gn. Pray, Sir Penurious, how many papers 

may they take in? 

Har. Pha! damn the news? mind the story. 

Si Greg. God now, good now! a hasty man, 


1 „ k 


5. v4 © 
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Har. Pox take you both! T have lost the story 
Where did-1 leave vit ?—hey--,ou Dick. 

Tim, About coffee a8 tea. 

jar. Right, you, right | true, true! So ecod, you 
knight, I us d to break fast at this coffee- house every 
morning; it cost me eightpence though, and 1 had 
always a breakfast at home—no matter for that 
though! there I breakfasted, you Dick, ecod, at the 
ame table with lord Tom Truewit—You have heard 
of Trucwit, you knight; a droll dog! You, Dick, 
he told us the story, and made us die with lauglung. 
You have heard of Charles the Second, You Knight; 
he was son of Charles the First, king here in Eng- 
land, that was beheaded by Oliver Cromwell: 8 
what does Charles the Second, you knight, do ? but 
he fights Noll at Worcester, a town you have heard 
of, not far oft: but all would nut do, vou: ecod, 
Noll made him scamper, made him run, take to his 
reels, you knight. Trucwit told us the story, made 
us die with laughing. I always break fasten at the 
coffee- house; it cost me eightpence, though I had a 
breakfast at home—So what does Charles do, but 
hid himself in an oak, an oak- tree, you, in a wood 
call'd Boscobel, from two Italian worfs, Bosco Bel- 
lo, a fine wood, you; and off he marches : but old 
Noll would not let him come home; no, says he, you 
don't come here. Lord Tom told us the story ;— 
made us die with laughing ; it cost me eightpence, 
though I had a breakfast at home. So, you knight, 
when Noll dy'd, Monk there, you, afterwards Albe. 
marie, in the north, brought him back. So, you, 
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the cavaliers, you have heard of them; they were 
triends to the Stuarts. What did they do, ecod, you 
Dick! but they put up Charles in a sign, the royal 
Oak; you have seen such signs at cCountry-aicnouses : 
so, ccod, you, what does a Puritan do—the Puritans 
were friends to Noll—but he puts up the sigu of an 
owl in the ivy-bush, and underneath he writes, 
« Thiz is not the royal oak.“ You have seen writ- 
ings under signs, you knight. Upon this, says the 
royalists, Ecod, this must not be: so, you, what 
do they do, but, ecod, they prosecuted the poor Pu- 
Titan; but they made him change his sign though. 
And you, Dick, how d'ye think they chang'd it t— 
Ecod, he puts up the royal oak, and underneath he 
writes, „This is not the owl in the ivy-bush.”— 
It made us all die with laughing. Lord Tom told 
the story. I always breakfasted at the coffee-house, 
though it cost me eightpence, and I hal a break- 
fast at home; hey, you knight! what, Dick, hey! 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! wonderful! 

Tim. A choice tale, fath! 

Jenk. Oh, Sir Penurious is a most entertaining 
companion, that must be Allow'd. 

Sir Greg. Good now, ay, ay, a mercy man! But, 
lack-a- day, would not the young lady chonse a little 
refreshment after her ride ? some tea or some 

Har. Hey, you knight! No, no; we intend to 
dine with thee, man. Well, you, Tim, what dost 
think of thy tather-in-law that is to be, hey ? A jolly 
cock, you 'Iim; hey, Dick. But prithce, boy what 
dost do with all this tawdry tinscl on that hat and 
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waistcoat? Trash, knight, trash! more in thy pocket 
and less in thy cloaths; hey, you Dick! Ecod, you 
Knight, I'll make you laugh: I went to London, 
you Dick, last year, to call in a mortgage ; and what 
does me 1, Dick, but take a trip to a coffee-house in 
St. Martin's Lane; in comes a French fellow forty 
times as fine as Tim, with his muff and parlevous, 
and his Frances; and his head, you knight, as 
white with powder, ecod, you, as a tw elfth cake; 
and who the devil d'ye think, Dick, this might be, 
hey, you knight? 

S Greg. Good now, an ambassador, to be sure. 

Her. Ecod, you knight, nor better nor worser 
than Mynheer Vancaper, a Dutch figure-dancer at 
the opera-house in the Haymarket. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! good now, good now! 

Har. Psha! pox, prithee, Tim, nobody dresses 
now; all plain: look at me, Knight; I am in the 
tip of the mode; now am I in full dress; hey 
Dick ? 

Jenk. You, Sir, don't want the aid of dress; but 
in Mr. Gazette, a little regard to that particular is 
but a necessary compliment to his mistress. 

Har. Stuff, Dick, stuff! my daughter, knight, 
has had otherguess breeding. Hey, you, Suck, come 


forward. Plain as a pikestaff, Knight; all as nature 


wade her; hey, Tim; no flams. Prithee, Tim, off 


th thy lace, and burn it z *twill help to buy the 
4 e she'll not like thre 
Suck! But von, knight; ecod, Dick, 
Eard would net be aimiss atter ous Way 


*tnatz* hey, 


toast and tan 


neu, vou! 


e à bit the better tor 
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Sir Greg. Good now, good now what you will, 8 
Sir Penurious. } 
Har. Ecod, that's hearty, you! but we won't Eu 
part the young couple: hey. I'll send Suck some in 
bread and cheese in; hey, knight! at her, Tim.— Di 
Come, Dick; come, vou knight, Did I ever tell but 
you my Ccuurtship, "hey: Dick? *twill make you ma 
laugh. kin 
Jeni. Not as I remember. you 
Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, let's have it. wh 
Har. You know my wife was blind, vou knight. ny 
Sir Greg. Good now, wonderful! not I. It n 
Har. Blind as a beetle when I married her, hey 
knight; hey, Dick! she was drown'd in our orchard. 8 
Maid Bess, Knight, went to market, you, Dick; and / 
wife rambled inte the orchard, and souse dropp d her 
into the fish-pond. We found her out next day; K 11 
but she was dead as a Re no help tor that not 
Dick; buried her though, hev vou! Shewas only 8 
e to Sir TJristram Muckworm, you: rich * 
enongh, you, hey! Ecod, you, what does she do, 4 
*. but she falls in love with young Sleek her fa- 3 
ther's chaplain, hey you! Upon that, what does me beg 
E but ce on domine's robes, you, pass'd myselt 2 
upon her for him, and we were tack'd together, you, Say 
knight, hey, ecod; though I believe she never liked 4 
7 


me; but what signifies that, hey, Dick; she was 

rich, you. But come, let's leave the children to- day 

gether. 5 
Sir Greg. Sir, I wait on you. 
Har. Nay, pray —— 
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Sir Greg. Good now, good now, 'tis impossible. 
Har, Pox of ceremony! you, Dick, hey! EKcod, 
knight, III te:l you a Story. One of our ambassadors 


| in France, you, a Gevilish polite fellow reckoud, 
Dick; ecod, you, what does the King of France do, 
but, says he, I'll try the manners of this fine gentle- 
L man: $0, knight, 80 ing into a coach together, the 

king would have my lord go frst: Oh, an't plcase 


your majesty, I can't indeed ; you, hey, Dick! Upon 
which, what does me the king, but he takes his arm 
thus, you, Dick; am I king of France, or vou? is 
it my coach, or yours? and so pushes him in thus? 
bey, Dick! 


. Sir Greg. Good now, good now! he, he, he! 

4 Har. Ecod, Dick, I believe 1 have made a mistake 
4 here; I should have gone in first; hey, Dick! 
„ Kniglit, ecod, you, beg pardon, Yes, your coach, 
at * el your house, not mine; hey, knight! 

ly r Greg. Wondertul! A merry man, Mr. Jen. 
ch — [ Excuit the tu Knights and fen 
lo, Ti Mm. Father and cousin are gone, fath and sole! 
3 Jau * 14 fancy my lover 1s a little puzzled how to 
ne begin. 

elf Zim. How—fath and sole, I don't know what to 
u, Say. How d'ye do, Miss Suck? 

ed Jenny. Pretty well, thank you. 

vas Tim. You have had a choice walk. 'Tis a rare 
to- day, fath and sole. 


Jeuny. Yes, the day's well enough. 
Tim. 1s your house a good way oft here? 
feuny. Nice or vour mig, 
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Tin. That's a good long walk, fath ! 

Jenny. 1 make nothing of it, and back again. 

Tim. Like enow. [WV histles, 

Jenny. [ Sings. 

Tin. You have a rare pipe of your own, Miss, 

Jenny. I can sing loud enough, if I have a mind; 
but father don't love singing. 

Tim. Like enow. ; [ Whestles. 

Jenny. And I an't overſond of whistling. 

Tim. Hey! ay, like enow: and I ama bitter bad 
singer. 

Jenny. Hey! ay, like enough. 

Iim. Pray, Miss Suck, did ever any body make 
love to you before: 

Jenny. Before when ? 

Tim. Before now. 

Zenny, What if Iwon't tell you? 

Tim. Why then you must let it alone, fath and 
sole. | 

Jenny. Like enough. 

Tim. Pray, Miss Suck, did your father tell you 
any thing? 

Jenny. About what? 

Zim. About TI. 

Jenny, What should a tell ? 

Tim. Tell! why, as how 1 and father was come 
a-Wooing. _ 

fenny. Who? 

Tim. Why, vou. 
heart, Miss Suck ? 

Jenny. 1 don't know. 


Could you like me for a sweet. 


ne 


det. 
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Tim. Mayhap somebody may ha” got your good- 
will already ? 


| Jenny. And what then? 


Tim. Then! hey, I don't know. But if you could 
fancy me 

Jenny. For "= ? 

Tim. For youd true lover, 

Jenny. Well, what then? | 

Tim. Then! hey! why, fath, we may chance to 
be married, if the old folks agree tovether. 

Jenny. And suppose I won't be married to vou: 

Tim. Nay, Miss Suck, I can't help it, tath and 
Sole, But father and mother bid me come a-court- 
ing; and if you won't ha' me, I' tell father so. 

Jenny. You are in a woundy hurry, methinks. 

Tim. Not I, fath! you may stay as long as—— 


Enter WAITZ®R. 


Wait, There's a woman without wants to Speak 


with Mr. Timothy Gazette, 


Tim. That's I. Tamglad on't. Well, Miss Suck, 
your servant. You'll think about it, and let's know 
your mind when I come back.—Cod, 1 don't care 
whether she likes me or no. I don't like her half s0 
well as Mally Pengrouse—Well, your servant, Miss 
Suck. [ Exit Iim. 
Jenny. Was there ever such an unlick'd-cub? 1 
don't think his fortune a sufficient reward for sacrifi- 
cing my person to such a booby; but as he has money 
enough, it Shall go hard but I please myselt: I fear I 
was a little too backward with my gentleman; but, 


— 
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however, a favourable answer to liis last question 
will soon settle matters. 


Enter JEXKINS. 
Jen. Now, Jenny, what news, child? are things 
fix d; are you ready for the nuptial knot? 
Jenny. We are in a fair way: © I thought to 
4 have quicken'd my swain's advances by a little at. 
E tected coyness, but the trap would not take: Lex. 
pect him back in a minute, and then Icave it to my 
management. N 
Jen. Where is he gone? 
Jenny. The drawer call'd him to some woman. 
Jenk, Woman! he neither knows nor is known 
by any body here. What can this mean? no coun!t- 
erplot? but, pox, that's impossible]! you have not 
blabb'd, Jenny? 
fenny. My interest would prevent me. 
Fenk. Upon that security any woman may, I think, 
be trusted. I must after him tho”. [ Exzt. 
Jenny. I knew the time when Jenkins would not 
have left me so hastily: * *tis odd that the same 
© cause that increases the passion in one sex, should 
destroy it in the other; the reason is above wy 
© reach, but the fact I am a severe witness . 


Heigh ho! 


Enter HARTOP as Sir PENURIOUS, and Sir GRE: 
GORY GAZETTE. 

Har. And so, you knight, says he——you Know, 

knight, what low dogs the ministers were then: 19% 


a 


ye 


A II. 


does your pot—a pot, you, that they put over the 
fire to boil broth and meat in you have scen a pot, 


you knight how does your pot boil these trouble- 
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some times? hey you! Ecod, my lord, says he, I 


don't know, I seldom go into my kitchen. A kitch- 
en, you knight, is a place where they dress victuals, 
roast and boil, and so forth: Ecod, says he, I sel- 
dom go into the kitchen But I suppose, the scum is 
uppermost still! Hey, you knight ! what, ecod, hey! 
But where's your son, Sir Gregory? 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now, where's Tim, 
Miss Sukey ? lack-a-day, what's become of Tim? 

Jenny. Gone out a tiny bit, hell be here presently. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! good now, good now 1 
Well, and how, Miss Sukey—has Tim? has he! well, 
and what, you have—wondertul? 


Enter à SERVANT with @ Letter. 

Serv. Sir, I was commanded to deliver this into 
your own hands, by Mr. Jenkins, 

Har. Hey, you! what a letter? ecod so! Any an- 
swer, you? hey! 

Serv. None, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, Sir Penurious is busy 
Well, Miss, and did Pim do the thing? did he please 
you? Come now, tell us the whole story: wonder- 
ful! rare news for dame Winny! ha, Tim's father's 
own son! But come, whisper—ay. 

Har, “ 1 have only time to tell you that your 
e scheme is blasted ; this instant TI encounter'd Mrs, 
„Penelope Trifle, with her niece; they will soon 
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« be with vou.“ So then, all's over; bu 


„% 
i, \ 144 . 1119 


what expedition will do 


} % I 6 1 os 1 3 
what, have they settled? Is the girt Wing! 


£ 4% 


Sir GH. Good now, good now! right as my leg! 
ah, Tim, little did I think— But, lack-a-day, I worn- 
der where the boy is! let's seck him., 


Har. Agreed, you knight; heys come. 7 


Enter JENKINS, 


ea 


Sir Creg. Lack-a-day, here's Mr. Jenkins. 
Good now, have you scen Tim? 


* 


Jeu. Your curiosity shall be immediately satis- | 
fied; but 1 must first have a word with Sir Penuri. 
Otit>, 


Hay. Well vou! what, hey! any news, Dick? 
fJenk. Better than you could hope; your rival is 
disposed of. 
Har. Dispos'd of ! how ? 
Jenk. Marry'd by this time, you rogue! The wo- 


* 


man that wanted him was no other than Nlally Pen— 


grouse, who trudg'd it up all the way after him, as 1 
Tim says: I have recommended them to my chap- 


lain, and betore this the business 1s done. 

Har. Bravissimo! you rogue! but how shall I get 
off with the knight? 

f*nk, Nay, that must be your contrivance. 

Ilar. J have it—Suppose I was to own the whole 


desigu to Sir Gregory, as our plan has not succeeded 


with his son; and, as he seems to have a tolerable 
regard for me, it is possible he may assist my scheme 


Ps 7 
1 81 Dr 
Uli 211 Penurigus, 
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Jen. Tis worth trying, however: - Rut he comes. 
Ser Greg. Well, good now, Mr. Jenkins have you 
seen Tim? I can't think where the boy 
Har. Tis now time, Sir Gregory, tœset you clear 


with respect to some particulars:—I am now no 
longer Sir Penurious Trifle, but vour friend and re— 
lation Jack Hartop. 

Ser Greg, Wonderful! good nov, good now, chu— 
sin Hartop! as I am a living man—hey—Well, but 

good now! how, Mr. Jenkins, hey? 

Jen. The story, Sir Gregory, is rather too long to 
tell you now: but in two words, My friend Hartop 
has very long had a passion for Miss Trifle, and wa, 
apprehensive your son's application would destroy 
his views—which in order to defeat, he assum'd the 
character oi Sir Penurious !—but he is $0-captivated 
with your integrity and friendship, that he rather 
chooses to forego his own interest, than interrupt the 
happiness of your son. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! good now, good now, that's 
kind! who could have thought it, cousin Hartop ? 
lack-a-day! Well, but where's Tim? hey, good 
now! and who are you? 

Fenk. This, Sir, is Jenny, the handmaid of the 
house. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! a pestelent hussey! Ah, 
Hartop, you are a wag! a pize of your pots, and 
your royal oaks! —lack-a-day, who could hi thought 
-a, Jenny, you're a zut where's 4m? 
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Enter Sir GREGORY's Servant. 


Serv. Wounds, Master! never stir alive if Mas- 
ter Tim has na gone and marry'd Mally Pengrouse. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! how, sirrah, how! good 
now, good now, cousin Hartop—Mally Pengrouse! 
who the dickens is she? 

Serv, Master Timothy's sweetheart in Cornwall. 

Sir Greg, And how came she here? lack-a-day, 
cousin! 

Serv. She tramp'd it up after master. Master 
Timothy is without, and savs as how they be mar- 
ry'd:—1 wanted him to come in, but he's afraid you'll 
knock'n down. 

Sir Greg. Knock'n down !—Gouod now, let me 
come at him! Pll—ah, rogue !--—Lack-a-day, 
cousin, show me where he is! I'll 

Har. Moderate your fury, good Sir Gregory; 
consider, it is an evil without a remedy, 

Sir Greg. But what will Dame Winny say?— 
Good now, such a disparagement to—and then, what 
will Sir Penurious say? lack-a-day, I am almost 
distracted! And you, you lubberly dog! why did 
not you—l'll—ah, cousin Hartop, cougin Hartop! 
good now, good now! * 

Har. Dear Sir, be calm ;—this is no such sur— 
prising matter: we have such instances in the news- 
papers every day. 


S Greg. Good now! no, cousin, no, 
Har. Indeed, Sir Gregory, it was but last week 
that Lord Lofty's son marry'd his * mother's maid 
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and Lady Betty Forward run away, not 2 month 
ago, with her uncle's butler. 

Sr Greg. Wonderful! what, in the news: Good 
now, that's some comfort, however ;—but what will 
Sir Penurious— — 

Har. As to that, leave him to me; I have a pro- 
ject to prevent his laughing at you, I'II watFTant. 

Sir Greg. But how? how, cousin Hartop, how? 

Har. Sir Gregory, d'ye think me your friend? 

Sir Greg, Lack-a-dav ! ay, cousin, ay. 

Har. And would you, in return, serve me in a cir- 
cumstance that can't in;ure yourself? 

Sir Greg. Good now, to be sure, cousin. 

Har. Will you then permit me to -as<ume the 
figure of your son, and so pay my addresses to Miss 
Trifle : —I was pretty happy in the imitation of her 
father; and if I could impose upon your $agacity, I 
Shall find less difficulty with your brother knight, 

Str Greg. Good now! Tim! ah, you ccuid not 
touch Tun. 

Har. I warrant you. Rut, sce, the young gentle- 
man, 

Enter Ti. 

Sir Greg. Ah! Tim, Tim! little did! 
now, good now ! 

Tim. I could not help it now, fath and sole: but 
If you'll forgive me this time, I'll never do so no 
more. 

Sir Greg. Well, well, if thee can'st forgive thy- 
self, I can forgive thee ; but thank my, cousin Har- 
top. 
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Har Oh, Sir! if you are satisfy'd, I am reward- 
ed. 1 wich you joy; joy to you, child, 
Sir Greg, Thanks, cousin Hartop. 


* 
— 


Enter WAITER, 


Wait. Sir, Mrs. Penelope Trifle, with her niece, 
teins come to town, and hearing your Worship was 
in the House, would be glad to pay you their com- 
pliments. | 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day! wonderful !—here we are 
all topsy-turvey again! — What can be done now, 
cousin Hartop ? 

Har. Dick! show the ladies in here; but delay 
them a little, The luckiest incident in the world, 
Sir Gregory If you will be kind enough to lend 
Jenkins your dress, and Master Timothy will lend 
me his, I'll make up matters in a moment, 

Sir Greg. Ay, ay, cousin. 

Zim. Fath and sole, you ſhall have mine dire — 

Har. No, no. — Step into the next room a minute, 
Sir Greogory, 

Sir Greg. Ay, aye, where you will, 

Tim. Faith, here will be choice sport. Þ{ Exeunt, 
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Enter Mrs. PENELO PF and SUCK, with WAITER, 


ait. The gentlemen will wait on you presently. 

— Would you choose any retreshment ? 
Sc. A draught of ale, friend, for Pm main dry, 
Mrs. Pen. Fie! fie! nicce! is that liquor for a 
young lady? Don't disperage your family and breed- 
ing, The person is to be born that cver saw me 
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touch any thing stronger than water till I was three. 
and- twenty. 


Suck, Troth, aunt, that's so long ago, that I think 


there's few people alive who can remember what you 
did then. 

Mrs. Pen, How! gillflirt ?—none of your fleers! 
I am glad here's a husband coming that will take 
you down : Your tantrums ! You are grown too 
headstrong and robust tor me, 

Suck, Gad, I believe you would be glad to be ta- 
ken down the same way ! 

Mrs. Pen, Oh! youare a pert But see your 
lover approaches, Now Sukey, be careful, child: 
None of your 


Enter JENKINS as Sir GREGORY, and HARTOP as 
TIX. | 


Fenk. Lack-a-day, lady! I rejoice to see you; 
wonderful! and your niece! —Tim, the ladies, 

Har. Your servant, Mistress !—I am glad to see 
you, Miss Suck. (Salutes ker.) Fath and sole, Mis- 
tress, Suck's a fine yonng woman, more or less! 

Suck, Yes, I am well enough, I believe. 

Jen. But, Lady, where's my brother Trifle ! 
where 15 Sir Penurious ? | 

Suck. Father's at home, in expectation of you; 
and aunt and I be come to town to make prepara- 
tions. 

Jen. Ay, wonderful !—Pray, Lady, ſhall I, goc 
now! crave a word in private? Tim, will you and 
your swecetheart draw back a little? 
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Har. Yes, father: Come, XIiss, will you 102 4 
tiny bit this way ? 

Suck, With all my heart. 

Jeu. There is, Lady, a wonterful affair has hap- 
pen'd, good now! Son Tim has fallen in love with a 
young woman at his uncle's, and 'tis partly to pre- 
vent bad consequences, that I am, Iack-a-day! 80 
hasty to match him: and one of my men, good now! 
tells me that he has seen the wench since we have 
been in town ; she has followed us here, sure as a 
gun, lady! If Tim sees the girl, he'll never mar) 
your niece. 

Mrs. Pen. It is indeed, Sir Gregory Gazette, a 
most critical conjuncture, and requires the most ma— 
ture dellberation. 

Jeul. Deliberation! lack-a-day, Lady, whil:t 
we dehberate the boy will be lost. 

Mrs, Pen. Why, Sir Gregory Gazette, what ope- 
Tations Can we determine upon ? 

Jjenk. Lack-a-day ! I know but one. 

Ars. Pen. Administer your proposition, Sir Gre— 
gory Gazette: you will have my concurrence, Sir, 


in any tl. ng that docs not derogate from the regula— 
tions of conduct; for it would be most preposterous 
in one ot my character, to deviate trom the stricte:t 
altention. 

Jeu, Lach- a- day, lady, no such matter is wanted. 
Put, good now! could not we tack the young coup“ 

geteer directly ? your brother and I have al read; 
agreed. 


Mrs. Pen. Are the previous preliminaries settled, 
Sir Gregory Gazette ? 
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Jenk. Good now ! as firm as a rock, lady. 

Mrs. Per. Why, then, to preserve your son, and 
accomplish the union between our families, I have 
no objections tu the acceleration of their nuptials, 
provided the child is inclined, and a minister may 
be procur'd. | 

Fenk. Wonderful ! you are very good, good now! 
there has been one match alr ad; in the house to- 
day; we may have the summe d on. Here! Tim! 
and young gentlewoman - Well, Miss! wondertul, 
and how ? has Tim? hey, boy! Is not Miss a fine 
young lady ? 

Har. Fath and sole, father, Miss is a charming 
young woman; all red and white, like Mally— 
Hum! 

Jenl. Hush, Tim! Well, and Miss, how does my 
boy? he's an honest hearty lad? Has he, good now |! 
had the art? How d' ye like him, young gentlewo- 
man ? 

Suck, Liken ? well enough, I think. 

Jenk, Why then, Miss, with your leave, your 
aunt and I here have agreed, if you are willing, to 
have the wedding over directly. 

Suck, Gad! with all my heart, Ask the young 
man. 

Har. Fath and sole, just as you please; to-day, 
to-morrow, or when you will, more or less. 

Jenk. Good now, good now! then get you in 
there, there you will find one to do your business: 
wonderful! matters will soon be managed within. 
Well, lady, this was good now, 8e kind! Lack-a- 
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day! I verily believe if dame Winny was dead, that 
should be glad to lead up such another dance wit! 
vou, lady. 

Mrs. Pen. You are, Sir, something too precipi- 
tate: Nor would there, did circumstances concur, 
as you incinuate, be so absolute a certitude, that ], 
Who have rejected so many matches, should instan- 
taneously succumb. 

Jen. Lack- a- day, lady, good now ! I— 

Mrs. Pen. No, Sir; I would have vou instrutted, 
that had not Penelope Trifle made irtrefragable reso- 
jutions, she need not so long have preserved her ta- 
mily Surname. 

Fenk. Wonerful! why, I was only - 

Mrs. Pen. Nor has the title of Lady Gazette such 
resplendent charms, or such bewitching allurement >, 
as to throw me at once into the arms of Sir Gregory, 

Jen. Good now! who says 

Ars. Pen. Could wealth, beauty, or titles superior 
to perhaps 


Enter Sir GREGORY, ROGER, and TIM. 

Tim. Yes, indced, father; Mr. Hartop knew on't 
as well as I, and Mr. Jenkins got us a parson. 

Sir Greg, Good now, good now! a rare Couple of 
friends! But I'll be even with them! I'll marr their 
market! Master Jenkins, you have fobb'd me finely. 

fenk, Lack-a-day, what's the matter now: 

S:r Greg. Come, come, none of vour lack-a-days! 
none of your gambols, nor your tricks to me: Good 
now, good now! give me my cloaths! here, tals 
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vour tawdry trappings? I have found you out at 


5 lust: I'll be no longer your property. 
K Jen. Wonderful! what's all this, lady? Good 
now, good now ! what's here! a SLATE play ? 
Sir Greg. Play me np plays; but give me my wig? 
4 and your precious friend my loving cousin, PIZ2 on 
& the Kindred, let'n— 
$3 Zenh. Good now, good now! what are these folks ; 
as sure as a gun, they're mad. | 
* Sir Greg. Mad! no, no; we are neither mad nor 1 
fools: no thanks to you, tho'. i 
8 Mrs. Pen. What is all this; can vou unravel this *” 
wa perplexity, untv.inz this mystery, Sir Gregory Ga- 
20tte? 
125 Sir Greg. He Sir Gregory Gazette? Lack a- day, 
5 lady! you are tricx'd, imposed upon, bamboozled : 
8 ” | Good now, good now ! *'tis I am Sir Gregory Ga. 
195 zette. 
Ars. Pen, How ! 
hoo Tim. Fath and sole, tis true, mistress; and Tam 
his son Tim, and will swear it. 
Ars. Peu. Why, isn't Mr. Timothy Gazette with 1 
Im niece Susannah Inge? 4 
on | Tim. Who, me! Lord, no, tis none of I, it. is 4 
cousin Hartop in my cloaths. | 
le 01 Mrs. Pen. 0 this? and pray, who 
their font. Why, as 1 see the afta PE is concluded, vou | 
ach may, Madam, Io. me Jenkins. Come 


„Hartop, you 
may now thruw off your disguise; the knight had 
lays! WW like to have ernbarrazscd us. 

+ 94 i „ * / 

3000 Mrs. Pen. How, Mr. Jenkins! a 


| and would vou, Sir, 
tau i participate of a plot to 
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1 Har. Madam, in the issue, your family will, 1 
| hope, have no great reason to repeit. I always had 
4 the greatest veneration for Miss Penelope Trifle's 
understanding; the highest esteem for her virtucs 
can intitle me to the honour of being regarded as 
#7 her relation :— | 

Mrs. Pen. Sir, I ſhall determine on nothing, 'til 
I am apprised of my brother's resolution. | 
4 Har, For that we must wait. Sir Gregory, I 
F must intreat you and your son's pardon for some little 

' liberties I have taken with you both. Mr. Jenkins, 
| I have the highest obligation to your friendship; 
and, Miss, when we become a little better acquaint- 
ed, I flatter myself the change will not prove un- 
pleasing. | 

Suck. I know nothing at all about it. 

Har. Sir Gregory, we ſhall have your company at 
dinner ? 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, no, no, that boy has spoil'd 
my Stomach.—Come, 'Tim fetch thy rib, and let us 
be jogging towards Wales; but how thou wilt get 
off with thy mother 

Tim. Never fear, father— 


Since you have been pleas'd our nuptial knot to bless, 
We $hall be happy all our lives—more or less— 
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THE LAME LOVER. 


AT his own theatre in the Hay-market, the late Samue! Focte 
trought out thts diverting comedy in the year 1770. 

1 heportraits of Sir Luke Limp, Circuit, and lis amiable 
fariner, are drawn with a mater-hand, It ts frue, material 
changes mark the progress of time; but tiiese pictures are still 
entire, and their colouring as fresh as ever. 

1t is a 5285 of no Small regret, that, at this moment, 
„ere art: many co bear too Strong a resembiance to our author's 
Circuit; held up as a wretth, well Stugicd in the School of ini- 
euity and quiihle, and drefiy engaged in all the contemptible arts 
which mark the practice of certain leeches, und cast a stig na on 
c fprofess1on in itself honourable, but which ts brought into dia- 
grace by har hies of this description, as unworthy of thetr calling 
as acteStable to souitty at large. 

But the time is at hand when the carcer of these mall gentry 
witl be effefiually checked. Enquiry is at work, and reforma- 
den is not far- dista t. In the mean time an_ejjeddual bar is 
ur down, which n eedy and 1gnorant pretenders are forbidden 
% fans, howerer they may be inclined to follow the example of 
tieir more fortunate masters, io hat ', in many instances, been talen 
jrom the tas of brustiing the jackets of their Superiors in the hall; 
7 ursue that of filling up their parchments at the des, with 
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on the hang; in the latter, it 3 ngrafted in the heart, 
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HAY-MARKET. 


Sir Luke Limp, 
Serjeant Circuit, 
Colonel Secret, 
Jack, - 
Mr. Woodford, 
Mr. Fairplay, 
First Servant, 
Second Servant, 


Mrs. Circuit, 
Charlotte, 

Mrs. Simper, 
Betty, 


Men. 
MR. FoOTE 


MR. VANDERMERE 


Mx. RoBsox 
MR. WESTON 
MR. KNOWLEFS 


MR. WHEELER 


MR. DANCER 
MR. GRIFFITHS. 


Women. 
MRS. GARDNER 
MRS. JEWELL 
NIRS. SAUNDERS 
MRS. READ. 


OR 
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PRNRO. LOG UE. 


WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY MR. GENT LEMAS. | 


PROLOGU ES, like cards of compliment, we find 
Most as unmeaning as politely Kind; 
To beg a favour, or to plead excuse, 
Ot buth appears to be the gerrral use. 
Shall my words, tipt with flattery, prepare 
A kind exertion of your tend'rest care? 
Shall I present our Author to your $1ght, 1-4 
All pale and trembling for his fate this night ? + 
Siial! ] solicit the most pow'rtul arms + 
Jo aid his cause—the force of beauty's charms! t 
Or tell each critic, his approving taste 


Must give the Sterling Stainy, wherever plac's ? 
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This might be dutie—but so to seck applause 
argues a conscious weakrness in the cause. ; 
Net the Muse in simple truth appear, 
Rr ason and Nature are the judges here: 

It by their strict and self-describing laws, 
The sev'ral characters to-night she draus; 
It from the whole a pleasing piece is made, 


= On the true principles of light and shade; | 
Struck With the harmony of just design, ; 


Your eve3—yYour cars—\ our hearts, will all combine 7 
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To grant applause :—but if an erring hand 
Gross disproportion marks in motley band, 

If the group'd figures false connections show, 
And glaring colours without meaning gltw ; 
Your wounded feelings, turn'd a diff*rent way, 
Will justly damn—th* abortion of a play. 

As Farquhar has observ'd, our English law, 
Like a fair spreading oak, the Muse should draw, 
By Providence design'd, and wisdom made 
For honesty to thrive beneath its shade; 

Yet from ifs boughs some insects shelter find, 
Dead to each nobler feeling of the mind, 
Who thrive, alas! too well, and never cease 
To prey on justice, property, and peace. 

At such to-night, with other legal game, 

Our vent'rous author takes satiric aim; 

And brings he hopes, originals to view, 

Not pilfers from th' Old Magpie nor the New“. 
But will to Candour cheerfully submit; 

She reigns in boxes, galleries, and pit. 


Alluding to Mr. Garrick's Prologue to the Jubilee, 
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Enter SERI EAN T CIRCUIT and CHARLOTTE, 


Charlotte. 


1 TEEL vou, Sir, his love to me is all £ pretence; 
it !S amazing that vou, who are so acute, so quick in 
dcerhing on other occasions, should be so blind 
upon this, 

S-r7, But whore ore vonr proofs, Charlotte? What 
| Homes vour opening matters which your evidence 
Cannot support:? | 

Char. Surely, Sir, strong circumstances in every 
court Should have weight. | 

Serj. So they have collaterally, child, that is, by 
way, as it were, of corroboration, or where matters 
are dounttil; then indeed, as Plowden wizely ob- 
*erves, „Les circonstances ajout beaucoup depoids 
aux tans.” —You understand me? 

Char. Not perfectly well, 
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Serj. Then to explain by case in point; A, we wil! 
suppose, my dear, robs Bof a watch upon Hounslow. 
Heath—dy'e mind, child? 

Char. I do, Sir. 

Serj. A is taken up and is indicted ; B swears po- 
Sitively to the identity of A.—Dy'e observe? 

Char. Attentively, 

Serj. Then what does me A, but sets up the alib 
C to defeat the affidavit of B.—You take met 

Char. Clearly. 8 

Serj. So far you see then the balance is even. 

Char, True. 

Serj. But then to turn the, scale, child, against \ 
in favour of B, they produce the circumstance P, 
Viz. B's watch found in the pocket of A; upon Which 
the testimony of C being contradicted by B,—nc, 


by D,— why then A, that 1s to Say C,—no D, — join- 


ing E, they convict C, —no, no, A, — against the at- 
hdavit of C. —80 this being pretty clear, child, I 
leave the application to you. 

Char. Very obliging, Sir. But suppose now, Sir, 
it should appear chat, the attention of Sir Luke Lin 
is directed to some other object, would not that 1. 
duse vou to— 

Serj. Other object! Where ? 

Char. In this very house. 

Serj. Here! why the girl is non compos; there”: 
nobody here, child, but a parcel of Abigails. 

Char. No, Sir? 

ST}. No. 

Char. Yes, Sir, one person else. 


S: 
even 


infor: 
ther; 
of Cri 

Cha 


ihe UG 


re: 


Ad J. THE LAME LOVER. 4 


Serj. Who is that ? 

Char. But remember, Sir, my accusation is con- 
fined to Sir Luke. 

Serj. Well, well. 

Chir. Suppese then, Sir, those powerful charms 
which made a conquest of vou, may have extended 
their empire over the heart of Sir Luke. 

Serj. Why, hussy, you don't hint at your mother- 
*2- lav ? | 

Char. Indeed, Sir, but I do. 

S-rj. Ay; why this is point blank treason against 
my <sovere'vn anthoritv: but can you, Charlotte, 
bring proof of airy; overt acts? 

Car. Overt acts! 

Se. Ay; that is, any declaration by writing, or 
even wor4 ot mouth, is sufficient; then let 'em de- 
mur if they dare. 

Cigar, 1 can't say that, Sir; but another organ has 
been pretty explicit. 

Serj. Which? 

Car, In those cases a very infallible one—the eye, 

Serj. Pshaw! nonsense and stuit.—The eye!— 
The eye has no anthority in a Court of law, 

Char. Perhaps nut, Sir; but it is a decisive evi— 
dence in a court of love. 

Serj. Hark vou, hussy, why you would not file an 
information against the virtue of Madan your mo— 
ther; you would not insinuate that he bas Leen guilty 
of crim. CON. ? 

Char. Sir, you mistake me; it is not the lady, but 
ibe gentleman, 1 ani about to wpea-l., 
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Serj. Have a care, Charlotte! I see on what ground 
vour action is founded jealousy. 


Char. You were never more deceiv'd 


in your life; 
for it is impossible, my dear Sir, that jealousy can 
subsist without love. F 

Serj. Well. 

Car. And from that passion (thank heaven) I am 
pretty free at present. - 

Serj. Indeed! 

Car. A $weet object to excite tender desires! 

Serj. And why not hussy ? 

Char. First, as to his years. 

Serj. What then ? 

Char. I own, Sir, age procures honour, but I be- 
lieve it 1s very rarely productive of love. 

Serj. Mighty well. 

Char. And tho* the loss of a leg can't be imputed 
to Sir Luke Limp as a tault— 

Serj. How! 

Char. I hope, Sir, at least you will allow it a mis- 
fortune. 

Serj. Indeed! 

Char. A pretty thing truly, for a girl, at my tune 
of life, tobe 1y*d to a man with one foot in the grave. 

Serj. One foot in the grave! the rest of his body 
is not a whit the nearer for that.—TI here has been 
only an execution issued against part of his personals, 
his real estate is unencumbered and free besides, 
you see he does not mind it a whit, but is as alert, 
and as merry, as a defendant aitcr non-suiting 8 
plaintiff tur omitting an S. 
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Char. O, Sir! I know how proud Sir Luke is of 


his leg, and have often heard him declare, that he 
would not change his bit of timber for the best flech 
and bone in the kingdom, 

Serj. There's a hero for you | 

Char. To be sure, sustaining unavoidable evils 
with constancy is a Certain sign of greatness of mind. 

Serj. Doubtless, 

Char. But then to derive a vanity from a misfor- 
tune, will not I'm atra'd be admitted as a vast instance 
of wisdom, and indeed looks as if the man had no- 
thing better to distingnish himself by, 

Sci. How docs that tollow ! 

Char. By inuendo. 

Serj, Negatur. 

Char. Besides, Sir, I have other proofs of vour 
hero's vanity, not inferior to that I have mention'd. 

Serj. Cite them, 

Char. The paltry anibition of levying and fullow- 
ing titles. 

Serj. Titles! I don't understand you, 

Char. I mean the poverty of fastening in public 
upon men of distinction, for no other reason but be- 
cause of their rank; adhering to Sir John till the 
Paronet is svperseded by my Lord; quitting the 


PUN Peer tor 411 Earl ; and Sacrificing all three LO 
þ Q& 
4 Duke. 


Serj. Keeping good company! a laidable am- 
bi tion. 

Char, True, Sir, if the virtues that procur'd the 
father a peerage could with that be entail'd on the 
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Serj. Have a care, hussy—there are severe law: 
against speaking evil of dignities— 

Char. Sir! 

Serj. Scandalum magnatum is a statute must no! 
be trifled with: why, vou are not one of those vulga: 
sluis that think a man the worse for being a Lord! 

Char. No, Sir; I am contented with only no! 
thinking him the better. 

Serj. For all this, 1 believe, hussy, a right honow:. 
able proposal would soon make you alter your mins. 

Char. Not unless the proposer had other qualities 
than what he possesses by patent. Besides, Sir, youu 
know Sir Luke is a devotee to the bottle. 

Serj. Not a whit the less honest for that. 

Char. It occasions one evil at least; that when un. 
der its influence, he generally reveals all, sometimes 
more than he knows. 

Serj. Proofs of an open temper, vou baggage: 
but, come, come, all these are but trifiing objec- 
tions. 

Char. You mean, Sir, they prove the object 5 
trifle, 

Serj. Why, you pert jade, do you play On 1!) 
words? I say Sir Luke is— 

Char. Noubudv. 

Serj. Nobody! how the dense do yeu make tha 
out? —He is neithei person attainted or outlaw'd; 
may in auy of his majesty's courts sue or be sus, 
appear by attorney or in propria persona; Can ac 
quire, buy, procure, purchase, possess, and inheri! 
not only personalties, such as goods und chattels, by 
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even realties, as all lands, tenements, and heredita— 
ments, whatscever and wheresoever. 

Char. But, Sir— 

Serj. Nay, further child, he may sell, give, be- 
Stow, bequcath, devise, demise, Icase, or to farm, 
let, ditto lands, to any person Whomsoever—and—- 

Char. Without doubt, Sir; but there are notwith- 
Standing in this town a great number of noubudic., 
not described by Lord Coke. 

Serj. Hey! 

Char. There 1s your next-door neighbour, Sir 
Barry Hen, an absolute blank. | 

Serj. How so, Mrs. Pert? 

Char. What, Sir! a man who is not suffer'd to 
hear, see, smell, or in short to enjoy the free use of 
any one of his senses; who, instead of having a po— 
Sitive will of his own, is deny'd even a paltry nega- 
tive; who can n-ither resolve or reply, consent or 
deny, without first obtaining the leave of his lady : 
an absolute monarch to sink into the sneaking state 
of being a slave to one of his subject Oh fyc 

Serj. Why, to be sure, Sir Harry Hen, is, as I 
nay Say— 

Char. Nobody, Sir, in the fullest sense of the word 
—Then your client Lord Solo. 

Serj. Hevday!—Why, you would not annihilate a 
peer of the realm, with a prodigious estate and an 
a!low?'d judge too of the elegant arts? | 

Char. O yes, Sir, I am no stranger to that noble- 
man's attributes; but then, Sir, please to consider, 
his power as a peer he gives up to a proxy; the di- 
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At 1, 


rection of his estate to a rapacious, artful attorney 
and as to his skill in the elegant arts, I presume you 
confine them to painting and music. He is directed 
in the first by Mynheer Van Eisel, a Dutch dauber; 
and in the last is but the echo of Signora Florenza, 
his Lordship's mistress, and an opera singer. 

Scrj. Mercy upon us! at what a rate the jade runs 

Char. In short, Sir, I define every individual, 
who ceasing to act for himself, becomes the tool, the 
mere engine, of another man's will, to be nothing 
more than a cypher. 

Serj. At this rate the jade will half unpeople the 
world: but what is all this to Sir Luke? to him not 
one of your cases apply. 

Char. Every one — Sir Luke has not a first princi- 
ple in his whole composition; not only his pleasures, 


— 


but even his passions, are prompted by others; and 
he is às much directed to tlie objects of his love and 
his hatred, as in his eating, drinking, and sleeping. 
Nay, though he 1s active, and eternally busy, yet hi: 
own private affairs are neglected; and he would no! 
scruple to break an appointnient that was to deter. 
mine a considerable part of his property, in order t 
exchange a couple of hounds for a lord, or to buy 1 
pad-nag for a lady. In a word—but he's at hand, 
and will explain himself best; I hear lis stump cn 
the stairs. CLAD 

Serj. J hope you will preserve a little decency b: 
fore your lover at least. 

Char, Lover! ha, ha, ha! 


toast 
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Enter S LVukE LIM. 

Sir. Luke. Mr. Serjeant your slave Ah! are you 
there my little—O Lord! Miss, let me tell you 
something for tear of forgetting—Do you Know that 
vou are new-christen d, and have had me tor a gos— 
SIP ? | 

Char. Christen'd! I don't understand you. 

Sir Luke, Then lend me your ear—W hy, last 
night, as Colonel Kill *em, Sir William Weezy, 
Lord Frederick Foretop, and I, were carelessly slid- 
ing the Ranelagh round, picking our teeth, after a 
damn'd muzzy dinner at Buodle's, who should trip 
by but an abbess, well know about town, with a 
smart little nun in her suit. Says Weezy (who be- 
tween ourselves, is as husky as hell) Who is that? 
odds flesh, she's a delicate wench! Zounds! cried 
Lord Frederick, where can Weezy have been, not to 
have seen the Harrietta before? for you must know 
Frederick is a bit of Macaroni, and adcres the soft 
Italian termination in @. 

Char. He does? 

Sir Luke. Yes, a delitanti all over. —Before? re- 
plied Weezy; crush me if ever I saw anything halt 
so handsome before !—No! replied I in an instant; 
Colonel, what will Weezy say when he sees the 
Charlotta ?—Hey! you little 

Char. Meaning me, I presume. 

Sir Luke, Without doubt ; and you have been 
tcasted by that name ever since. 
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Serj, What a vast fund of spirits he has! 

Sir Luke. And why not, my old splitter of causes“ 

Serj. I was just telling Charlotte, that you was ny? 
a Whit the worse for the loss. 

Sir Luke, The worse! much the better, my dear. 
Cons:der, 1 can have neither strain, splint, spavin, or 
gout; have no fear of corns, kibes, or that another 
man $l;ould kick my <hins, or tread on my toes. 

Jer}. Right. 

Sir Luxe. What, d'ye think I would change with 
Bill Spindle for one of his drumsticks, or chop with 
Lord Lumber for both of his logs? 

Serj. No! 

Sz Luke. No, damn it, I am much better.-Look 
there—Ha!—W hat is there I am not able to do! Lo 
be sure I am alittle aa ku ard at running; but then 
to make me amends, I'Il hop with any wan in town 
for his sum. 

Serj. Ay, and I'Il go his halves. 

Ser Luke. Then as to your dancing, I am cut ou! 
at Madam Cornelly's, I grant, because of the crowd; 
but as tar as a private set of six couple, or moving 4 
chair-minuet, match me who can. 

Char. A chair-minuet! I don't understand you. 

Sir Luke. Why, child, all grace is confined to the 
motion of the head, arms, and chest, which may vit- 
ting be as fully displayed as if one had as many legs 
as a polympus—As thus—tol de rol—don't you see: 

Serj. Very plain. 

Sir Luke. A leg! a redundancy! a mere nothing 
at all. Man is from nature an extravagant creature, 
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In my opinion, we might all be full as well as we are 
with but half the things that we have. 

Char. Ay, Sir Luke; how do you prove that ? 

Sir Juke. By constant experience.—You must 
have seen the man who makes and uses pens without 
hands. 

Serj, I have. 

Sir Luke, And not a twelvemonth agone, I lost 
my way in a fog, at Mile-end, and was conducted to 
my house in Mav-Fair by a man as blind as a beetle, 

Serj. Wonderful! 

Str Luke. And as to hearing and speaking, those 
organs are of no manner of use in the world. 

Serj. How! 

Sir Luke, If you doubt it, I will introduce you to 
a whole family, dumb as ovsters, and deaf as the 
dead, who chatter from morning till night by only 
the help of their fingers, 

Serj. Why, Charlotte, these are cases in point. 

Sir Luke. Oh! clear as a trout-stream; and it 1s 
not only, my little Charlotte, that this piece of timber 
answers every purpose, but it has procured me ma- 
ny a bit of fun in my time. 

Serj. Ay! 

Str Tue. Why, it was but last summer at Tun- 
bridge, we were plagued the whole scason with a 
bullet-headed Swiss from- the canton of Bern, who 
was always boasting what and how much he dared 
do; and then, as to pain, no Stoic, not Diogenes 
held it more in contempt. By gods, he vas no more 
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minds it dan nothings at all—So foregad, I gave my 
German a challenge. 

Scrj. As how !— Mind, Charlotte. 

Sir Luke, Why, to drive a corkin-pin into the 
Calves of our legs. 

Serj. Well, well. 

Sir Luke. Mine you may imagine, was easily done 
but when it came to the Baron — 

Serj. Ay, ay. 

Sir Luke. Our modern Cato soon lost his cooln#ss 
and courage, screw'd his nose up to his foretop, rapp'd 
out. a dozen oaths in High Dutch, limp'd away to 
his lodgings, and was there laid up for a month— 
Ha, ha, ha! 


Enter a SERVANT, and delivers à card to Sir Luke, 


Sir Luke reads.—** Sir Gregory Goose desires the 
% honuur of Sir Luke Limp's company to dine. An 
« answer is desired.“ Gadso! a little unlucky; | 
have buen engag'd fur these three weeks. 

Serj. What, I find Sir Gregory is returi:'d for the 
corporation of Flersum. 

Sir Luke. Is he so? Oh ho!—That alters the case. 
George, give my compliments to Sir Gregory, and 
FII certainly come and dine there. Order Joe to run 
to alderman Inkle's in I hreadneedle-street; Sorry 
can't wait upon him, but confin'd to bed two day's 
with new influenza. 

Char. You make light, Sir Luke, of these sort ci 
engagements. 

Sir Luke. What can a man do? These damn'd fel- 
lows (when one has the nuzturtune to meet them) 
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take scandalous advantage; teaze, when will you do 
me the honour, pray, Sir Luke, to take a bit of 
mutton with me? do you name the day.—They are 
as bad as a beggar, who attacks your coach at 
tie mounting of a hill; there is no getting rid of 
them, without a penny to one and a promise to 
t'other. 

Serj. True; and then for such a time too—three 
weeks! I wonder they expect folks to remember. 
It is Ike a retainer in Michaelmas term for the sum— 
mer ASSIZCS. 

Sir Luke, Not but upon these occasions, no man 
in England is more punctual than 


Enter a SERVANT, who grves Sir Luke à letter. 


From whom? 

Serv, Earl of Brentfurd. The servant waits for 
an answer. 

Str Luke. Answer!—Bv vour leave, Mr. Serjeant 
and Charlotte (Reads. ) aste tor music—Mons. 
«© Duport—tail—Dinner upon table at HV - Gadso! 
I hope Sir Gregory's servant an't gone. 

Serv. Immediately upon receiving the answer. 

Str Luke. Run after him as fast as you can—tell 
him, quite in despau—recollect an engagement that 
can't in nature be missed, —and return in an instant. 

Char. You see, Sir, the Knight must give way tor 
my Lord. 

Str Luke, No, faith, it is not that, my dear Char- 
lot te; you saw that was quite anextempore business- 
— No, hang it, no, it is not for the tile; but, to tell 


7. 
: 


a "Vu 


PR — 


Act 


20 THF LAME LOVER, 


you the truth, Brentford has more wit than any man 
in the world; it is that makes me fond of his house. 

Char. By the choice of his company he gives ar 
unanswerable instance, of that. 

Str Luke. You are right, my dear girl. But now 
to give you a proot of his wit; You know Brent. 
ford's finances are a little out of repair, which pro- 
. cures him some visits that he would very gladly ex. 


cuse, 
Serj. What need he fear? His person is sacred; 


for by the tenth of William and Mary 
Sir Luke. He knows that well enough; but for al] 
that 
Serj. 
(which does them infinite honour) his goods or chat. 
tels may be 
Sir Luke, Seiz'd upon when they can find them 


but he lives in readvy-turnis}'d lodgings, and lire 
DP” ns 


Indeed, by a late act of his own house, 


his coach by the month. 

Serj, Nay, i the sheriff return “ non inventus,”— 

Sir Luke. A pox o'vour law, you make me lose 
sighit of my story. One morning, a Welch coach- 
maker came with his bill to my Lord, whose name 
was unluckily Loyd. My Lord had the man up. 
You are call'd, I think, Mr. Loyd ?—At vour Lord- 
ship's service, my Lord.—— What, Loyd with an L. 
It was with an L indeed, my Lord. — Because in 
your part of the world I have heard that Loyd and 
Floyd were synonymous, the very same names.— 
Very often, indecd, my Lord. But you always spe! 
yours with an LI—Always.— That, Mr. Loyd, is 
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little unlucky; for you must know I am now paying 
zy debts alphabetically, and in four or five years 
vou might have come in with an F; but I am afraid 
I can give you no hopes for your I.. Ha, ha, ha! 


Enter a SERVANT, + 


2 "ew 


Srv, There was no overtaking the Servant. 

Sir Luke. That is unlucky : Tell my Lord I'll at- 
tend him.—PI call on Sir Gregory myself. 

Serj. Why, you won't leave us, Sir Luke? 

Str Luke. Pardon, dear Serjeant and Charlotte; 
have a thousand things to do for half a million of 
people, positively : promised to procure a husband 
tor Lady Cicely Sulky, and match a coach-horse for 
Brigadier Whip; after that, must run into the city to 
borrow a thousand for young At-alleat Almack's; 
Send a Cheshire cheese by the stage to Sir Timothy 
Tankard in Suffolk ; and get at the Herald's office a 
coat of arms to clap on the coach of Billy Bengal, a 
nabob newly arriv'd: so you sce i have not a mo- 
ment to lose. | 

der}. True, true, C 

Sir Luke, At your toilet to-morrow at ten you 


Enter @a SERVANT abruptly and runs against Sir Luke. 


Can't you see where you are running, you rascal ! 
Serv. Sir, his Grace the Duke of 
Sir Luke. Grace | where is he? Where 
Serv. In his coach at the door. —If you an't better 

engag'd, would be glad of your company to go nto 

the city, and take a dinner at Dolly's. 
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Sr Tuke. In his own coach, did you say? 
Serv. Ves, Sir. 
Sir Luke, With the coronets—or— 

Serv. I believe so. 

Str Luke. There's no resisting of that. —Bid Joe 
run to Sir Gregory Goose's. 

Serv, He is already gone to Alderman Inkle's. 

Sir Luke. Then do vou step to the Knight—hey!— 
no- you must go to my Lord's—hold, hold, no- 
have it Step first to Sir Greg's, then pop in at Lord 
Brentford's just as the company are going to dinner, 

Serv. What shall I say to Sir Gregory ? 

Sir Luke, Any thing—what I told you before. 

Serv. And what to my Lord? 

Sir Luke. What!—Why tell him that my uncl- 
from Epsom—no—that won't do, for he knows | 
don't care a farthing for him—hey !—Why tell him— 
hold, I have it.— Tell him, that as I was going inte 
my chair to obey his commands, I was arrested by 


carried to the Py'd Bull in the Borough; I beg ter 


Char. Well, Sir, what d'ye think of the proofs? | 
flatter myself I have pretty well established my case. 

Serj. Why, hussy, you have hit upon points; bit 
then they are but trifling flaws, they don't vitiate th: 
title, that stands unimpeach'd ; and—But, Madam 
your mother, 


Enter Mrs. CiRCu1T. 
Mrs. Cir. What have you done with the Knight 


couple of bailiffs, forced into a hackney-coach, and 


[ Exit Sir Luk: 
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Why, you have not let him depart ? 

Char, It was not in my power to keep him. 

Mrs. Cir. I don't wonder at that; but what took 
him away ? 

Char. What will at any time take him away—a 
Duke at the door. 

Mrs. Cir. Are you certain of that ? 

Serj. Why, truly, chuck, his retreat was rather 
precipitate for a man that is just going to be marry'd. 

Mrs. Cir. The prospect of marriage does not al- 
ways prove the strongest attachment. 

Serj. Pardon me, lovee; the law allows no higher 
consideration than marriage. 

Mrs, Cir. Pshaw! 

Serj. Insomuch, that if Duke A was to intermarry 
with chambermaid B, difference ot condition would 
prove no bar to the settlement. 

Mrs. Cir. Indeed! | 

Serj. Ay; and this was held to be law by Chief 
Baron Bind 'em, to the famous case of the Marquis 
of Cully and Fanny Flip-flap, the French dancer. 

Mrs. Cir. The greater blockhead the Baron: but 


don't pester me with your odious law-cases.—Did 


not you tell me you was to go to Kingston to-day to 
try the crown Causes ? 

Serj. I was begg'd to attend tor fear his Lordship 
Should not be able to sit; but if it proves inconveni- 
ent to you 

Mrs. Cir. To me! Oh, by no means in the world; 
am too good a subject to desire the least delay in the 
law's execution. And uhen d'ye set out? 
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Serj. Between one and two. Ishall only just give 
a law lecture to Jack. 

Mrs. Cir. Lord! I wonder Mr. Circuit you would 
breed that boy up to the bar. 

Serj. Why not, chuck? He has fine steady parts, 
and for his time moots a point— 

Mrs. Cir. Steady! stupid you mean: nothing sure 
cou'd add to his heaviness but the being loaded with 
law. Why don't you -put him into the army ? 

Serj. Nay, chuck, it you choose it, I believe | 
have interest to get Jack a commission. 

Mrs. Cir. Why, Mr. Circuit, you know he is no 
Son of mine ; perhaps acockade may animate the lad 
it some fire. 

Sexj. True, lovee; and a knowledge of the lau 
mavn't be amiss to restrain his fire a little. 

Mry. Cr. I believe there is very little danger of 
his exdeeding in that way. 

Serj. Charlotte, send hither your brother. 
[ Exit Charlottr 


Mrs. Cir. I'll not interrupt you. 
Serj. Far from it, lovee; I :hould be glad to have 
you a witness of Jacky's improvement. 
Mrs. Cir, Of that I am no judge; bes des, I ain 
full of business to-day— here is to be a ballot 
one for the Ladies Club lately established, and Lay 
Bab Basto has propoused me for a member. Pray, 
my dear, when will you let me have that money t9 
pay my Lord Loo? 
Sci. The three hundred you mean? 
Mrs. Cir. And besides, there is my debt to Kitt: 
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Cribbage. I protest I almost blush whenever 1 
meet them. 

Serj. Why really, lovee, *tis a large sum of mo- 
ney. Now, were I worthy to throw in a little ad- 
vice, we might make a pretty good hand of this bu- 
SINCSS. 

Mrs. Cir, I don't understand you. 

Serj. Bring an action against them on.the statute 
in the name of my clerk; and so not only rescue the 
debt from their hands, but recover likewise consi- 
derable damages. 

Mrs. Cir, A pretty conceit, Mr. Serjeant! but 
docs it not occur to your wisdom, that as I have (by 
the help of Captain Dog) been oftener a winner than 
loser, the tables may be turned upon us? 

Serj. No, no, chuck, that did not escape me; 1 
have provided for that. Do you know, by the law, 


both parties are equally culpable; so that, lovee, 


we shall be able to fleece your friends not only of 
what they have won of poor dearee, but hkewise 
tor what they have ost. . 

Mrs. Cir. Why, what a paltry, pettifogging pup- 
py art thou !—And could you suppose that I would 
submit to the scandalous office? 

Serj. Scandalous! I don't understand this strange 
perversion of words. The scandal lies in breaking 


the /aws, not in bringing the oſfenders to justice. 


Mrs. Cir, Mean-spirited wretch! What, do you 
suppose that those laws could be levell'd against 
people of their high rank and condition ? Can it be 
thought that any set of men would submit to lay le- 
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gal restraints on themselves Absurd and preposte- 
rous! 

Serj. Why, by their public practice, my love, one 
would suspect that they thought themselves ex- 
cepted by a particular clause. 

Mrs. Cir. Oh, to be sure; not the least doubt 
can be made. | 

Serj. True, chuck—But then your great friend: 
Should never complain of highwaymen stopping tie 
coaches, or thieves breaking into their houses. 

Mrs. Cir, Why, what has that to do with the bu- 
siness? 

Serj. Oh! the natural conssquence, lovee; for 
whilst the superiors are throwing away their for— 
tunes, and consequently their independence abgwe— 
you can't think but their demestics are following 
their examples below. 

Mrs. Cir. Well, and what then ? 

Serj. Then! the same distress that throws the 
master and mistress into the power of any who are 
willing to purchase them, by a regular gradation, 
seduces the servants to actions, though more crimi- 
nal perhaps not more atrocious. 

Mrs. Cir. Pshaw stuff! —I have no need to exa- 
mine your dirty distinctions— Don't tease me with 
your jargon—l have told von the sums I shall want, 
So take care they are ready at your returning from 
Kingston.—Nay, don't hesitate; recollett your own 
state of the case, and remember my honuur is in 
pawn, and must some way or other be redeem'd by 
the end of the week. (Exit. 
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Serj. (Solus.) My honour is in pawn!——Good 
Lord! how a century will alter the meaning of 
words !—PFormerly, chastiiy was the honour of wo- 
men, and good faith and integrity the honour of 
men: but row, a lady who ruins her family by 
punctually paving her losses at play, and a gentle- 
man who kills his best friend in some trifling frivo— 
lous quarrel, are your only tips toe people of ko- 
cur. Well, let them go on, it brings grist to our 
mill: for whilst both the sexes stick firm to their 
honour, we shall never want business either at Doc- 
tor's Commons or the Old Bailey. LExtu, 
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ACT II.— SCENE I. 


Enter Serjrant CiR cuir, and JACK, 


Serjeant. 


} ack, let Will bring the chaise to the door. 

Jack. Mr. Fairplay, Sir, the attorney, begs to 
speak a few words. 

Serj. How often have I told you, that 1 will see 
none of these sort of folks but at chambers; you 
know how angry your mother is at their rapping, 
and littering the house. 

Jack, He says, Sir, he will not detain you five 
minutes, 

Serj. Well, bid him walk in. 


Enter FAIRPLAY-. 
Well, Mr. Fairplay, what's your will ? 

Fair. I just call'd, Mr. Serjeant, to know your 
opinion upon the case of young Woodford, and it 
you like the proposal of being concern'd, 

Serj. If it turns out as vou state it, and that the 
father of the lad was really a minor, the Essex es- 
tate may without doubt be recover'd; and so may 
the lands in the North. 

Fair. We have full proofs to that fact. 

Serj. May be so; but really, Mr. Tairplay, you 
know the length of time that these kind of Suits— 
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Fair. True, Sir, but then your experience will 
Shorten, I appreh—— 

Serj. That's more than I Know; and then not 
only my fees lving dormant, but perhaps an expeC- 
tation of money advanc'd. 

Fair.. The property, Sir, 1s of very great value, 
and, upon the recovery, any acknowledgment shall 
be readily made. 

Serj. There again, any! do you know that in 
law, that the word any has no meaning at all? be- 
Sides, when people are in distress, they are lavish 
enough of their offers; but when their business is 
done, then we have nothing but grumbling and 
grudging. 

Fair. You have only to dictate your terms. 

Serj. Does the lad live in town? 

Fair. He has been under my care since the death 
of his father. I have given him as good an educa- 
tion as my narrow fortune would let me. He 1s 
now studying the law in the Temple, in hopes, that 
Should he fail of other assistance, he may be able 
one day to do himself; justice. 

N Serj. In the Temple ? 

Fair. Ves, Sir, in those little chambers just over 
your head—I fancy the youug gentleman knows 
; nim. 

þ Jack. Who? Mr. Woodford ? Lord, as well as 
myselt. He is a sweet sober youth, and will one 
day make a vast figure, I am sure. 

U Serj. Indeed! 

Jack. 1 am positive, Sir, if you were to hear him 
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speak at the Robinhood in the Butcher-row, you 
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would say so yourself. Why, he is now reckon'd 
the third. Except the breeches-maker from Bar- 
bican, and Sawney Sinclair the snuffman, there is 
not a mortal can touch him. | 

Serj. Peace, puppy. Well, Mr. Fairplay, leave 
the papers a little longer with me, and—pray whg 
15 employ'd against you ? 

Fari. A city attorney, one Sheepskin. 

rj. A cunning fellow; I know him, Well, Sir, 
if vou will call at Pump-court in a week. 

Fair. I shall attend you. 

Serj. Jack, open the door for Mr—{[ Excunt Farr. 
tlay and Fack.]J Something may be made of this 
matter. I' see this Sheepskin myself. So much 
in future for carrying on the suit, or so much in 
hand to make it miscarry. A wise man should wel] 
weigh which party to take for. 


Euter Jack. 
So, Jack, any body at chambers to-day ? 

Zack. Fieri Facias from Fetter-lane, about the bil 
to be filed by Kit Crape against Will Vizard this 
term. 

Serj. Praying for an equal partition of plunder? 

Jack. Yes, Sir. 

Serj. Strange world we live in, that even high- 
waymen can't be true to each other! CA aide to 
himself. ) But we shall make master Vizard refund ; 
we'll show him what long hands the law has. 

Jack, Facias says, that in all the books he can't 
hit a precedent. 
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Serj. Then I'll make one myself; aut inveniam, 
aut faciam, has been always my motto. The charge 
must be made for partnership profit, by bartering 
lead and gun-powder against money, Watches, and 
rings, on Epping-forest, Hounslow-heath, and other 
parts of the kingdom. 

Jack. He says, if the court should get scent of the 
Scheme, the parties would all stand committed. 

Serj. Cowardly rascal ! but, however, the cau- 
tion may*nt prove amiss. (Aside.) I'll not put my 
on name to the bill, 

Jack. The declaration too is deliver'd in the cause 
of Roger Rapp'em against Sir Solomon Simple. 

4crj. What, the affair of the note? 

fack., \es. 

Serj, Why, he 1s clear that his client never gave 
zuch a note. 3 

Jach. Defendant never saw plaintiff since the hour 
he was born; but, notwithstanding, they have three 
witnesses to prove a consideration and signing the 
note. 

Serj. They have. 

Zack. He is puzzled what plea to put in. 

S-rj. Three witnesses ready, you say? 

Jacht. Ves. ö 

Serj. Tell him Simple must acknowledge the 
note. [Jack starts.) and bid him, against the trial 
comes on, to procure four persons at least to prove 
the payment at the Crown and Anchor, the 1oth of 
December. 


Jack. But then how comes the note to remain in 
plaintiff's possession? 
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S-rj., Well put, Jack; but we have a Salvo for 
that , plaintiff happen'd not to have the note in his 
pocket, but promis'd to deliver it up when call'd 
thereunto by defendant, 

Jack. That will do rarely. 

Senj. Let the defence be a secret; for I see we 
have able people to deal with. But come, child, 
not to lose time, have you caretully conn'd those in- 
structions 1 gave you? 

Tack. Yes, Sir. 

Serj. Well, that we Shall see. 
are the great object of practice ? 

Jack. Two. | 

S-rj. Which are they? 

72ck, The first is to put a man into possession of 


How many points 


what is his right. 

Serj. The second? 

7ack. Either to deprive a man of what is really his 
ght, or to Keep him as long as possible out of pos- 
session. | 

Serj. Good boy! To gain the last end, what are 
the best means to be us'd? 

Zack. Various and many are the legal modes ot 
delay. 

Serj. Name them. 

Jack. Injunctions, demurrers, Sham-pleas, writs 
of error, rejoinders, sur- rejoinders, rebutters, sur— 
rebutters, replications, exceptions, essoigns, and 
imparlance, 

Serj. (to me,. Vine instruments in the hands 
ef a man who knows how ty use them.—But new, 
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Jack, we come to the point: If an able advocate 
kas- his choice in a cause (which it he is in reputa- 
tion he may readily have), which side Should he 
choose, the right or the wrong ? 

Jacht. A great lawyer's business is always to make 
choice of the Wrong. 

Serj. And prithee why so? 

Jack. Because a good cause can speak for itself, 
whilst a bad one demands an able counsellor to give 
it a colour. 

Serj. Very well. But in what respects will this 
answer to the lawyer himself? 

Jack, In a twofold way. Firstly, his fees will be 
large in proportion to the dirty work he is to do. 

Serj. Secondly ? 

Jack. His reputation will rise, by obtaining the 
victory in a desperate cause. 

Serj. Right, boy. — Are you ready in the case of 
the cow? 

Jack. Pretty well, I believe, 

Serj. Give it then, 

fack. First of April, anno seventeen hundred and 
blank, John a Noakes was indicted by blank, before 
blank, in the county of blank, for stealing a cow, 
contra pacem, etcet. —And against the statute in 


that case provided and made, to prevent stealing of 
Cattle. 


Serj. Go on. 


fact. Said Nokes was convicted upon the said sta- 
tute. 


Serj. What follow'd upon 
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Jack. Motion 1n arrest of judgment made by coun. J 
sellor Puzzle. First, Because the field from whence 0 
the cow was convey'd is laid in the indictment as 7 
round, but turn'd out upon proof to be square. 0 

Serj. That's well : a valid objection. J 


Tack. Secondly, Because in said indictment the C 
colour of the cow is called red, there being no such give 
things, in rerum natura, as red cows, no more than J 
black lions, spread eagles, flying griffins, or blue C 
boars. 7 

Serj. Well put. C/ 

Jack. Thirdly, Said Nokes has not offended against 7. 
form of the statute; because stealing of catrt/e is C/ 
there provided against: whereas we are only cone 1-1 
victed of stealing a cow.. Now, though cattle may 7 
be cows, yet it does by no means follow that cow: Ch 
must be cattle. Je 


Serj. Bravo, bravo! buss me, you rogue; you , 
are your father's own son! go on and prosper,—I AO 
am sorry, dear Jack, I must leave thee. If Pro. ore 


vidence but sends thee life and health, I prophecy Ch 
thou wilt wrest as much land from the owners, and Ja 
save as many thieves from the gallows, as any prac- Ch 
titioner since the days of king Alfred. Ja 


Jacht. FI do my endeavour. Exit Serjeant. ) So! Che 
—father is set off. Now if I can but lay eyes on “ hu 
our Charlotte, just to deliver this letter, before Ma- “ 5m 
dam comes home. There she is. —Hist, siter Char- “ pie 
lotte! dir, y 


Enter CHARLOTTE. Jac 


Car. What have you got there, Jack ? 
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Jack. Something for you, sister. 

Char, For me! Prithee what is it ? 

Jack. A thing. 

Char. What thing ? 

Jack, A thing that will please, yon I'm sure. 
Char. Come, don't be a boy, let me have it. ( 7ack 
gives the letter.) How's this! a letter! from vw hom? 

Jack. Can't you guess? 

Char. Not I; I don't know the hand. 

Jacht. May be not; but you know the inditer. 

Char, Then tell me his name. | 

Fack. Break open the seal, and you'll find it. 

Char. (Opening the letter.) Charles Wocdtord ?” 
—1 am sure 1 know nothing of him. | 

Jack. Ay, but sister you do. 

Char. How! when, and where? 

Zack, Don't you remember about three weeks 
ago, when you drank tea at our chambers, there was 
a young gentleman in a blue sattin waistcoat, who 
wore his own head of hair ? 

Char, Well? 

Jack. That letter's from he. 

Char. What can be his business with me? 

Jack. Read that, and you'll know. 

Char. [ Reads.) Want words to apologize—hum, 
e hum—very first moment I saw you—hum, hum— 
« smother*d long in my breast—hum, hum—hap- 
piest, or else the most wretched of men.**—$9, 
dir, you have undertaken a pretty comniussion ! and 
what do you think my father will 

Jack. Why, I hope you won't go for to tell him 
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Char. Indeed, Sir, but I shall. 

Zack. No, sister, I'm sure you won't be so cross. 
Besides, what could 1 do? The poor young lad 
begg'd so hard; and there for this fortnight he has 
gone about sighing, and musing, and moping : I 
am satisfied it would melt you to see him. Do, sister, 
let me bring him this evening, now father is out, 

Char. Upon my word !—l he young man has made 
no bad choice of an agent: you are for pushing 
matters at once. — But, harkee, Sir, who is the spark 
you are so anxious about? and how long have you 
known him? 

Jack, Oh! a prodigious long while : above a 
month I am certain. Don't you think him mighty 
genteel? I assure you he is vastly lik'd by the ladies, 

Char, He 1s! 

Fack, Yes, indeed. Mrs. Congo, at the Grecia 
coftee-house, says he's the soberest youth that comes 
to the house; and all Mrs. Mittens's *prentices throw 
down their work, and run to the window every tinte 
he goes by. 

Char. Upon my word! 

Jack. And moreover, besides that, he has severa 
great estates in the country; but only, for the pre- 
sent, he is kept out of 'em all by the owners. 

Char, Ah! Jack, that's the worst part of the 
story. 

Jack. Pshaw ! that's nothing at all. His guardian, 
Mr. Fairplay, has been with father to-day, and says 
he is certain that he can set all to rights in a trice, 
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Car. Well, Jack, when that point is determin'd, 
it will be time enough to 

fack. Then, Lord of mercy! why, sister Charlotte, 
it is my private opinion, that if vou don't give him 
some crumbs ot comfort he won't live till Midsum— 
mer term. 

Char. I Warrant you. Either Cupid's darts were 
always but poetica! engines, or they have bcen late- 
ly depriv'd of their points. Love holds no place in 
the modern bills of mortalitv. However, Jack, you 
may tell your friend that I have observ'd his f. equent 
Walks in our street. 

Jack, Walks! Why, one should think he was ap- 
pointed to reheve the old watchman ; tor no sconer 
one is off but the other comes on. 

Char. And that from his eyes being constantly 
fixed on my window (for the information oi which | 
presume he is indebted to you)— 

Jack. He! he! he! 

Char. I had a pretty shrewd guess at his business; 
but tell him, that unless my fa—Hush cur tyrant 


is return'd. Don't leave the house till I sce ydu. 


Enter Mrs. CixCUlT and BETTY. 


Mrs. Cir. So, Sir, what makes you loitering from 
chambers ? I thought I told you, you should never 
be here but at meals? Exit Jack.) One spy 1s 
enough in a family.—Miss, you may go to your 
room; and, d'ye hear—I shall have company, so you 
need not come doven. (Exit. CHa. - Betty, ns 
message or letter. | 

D 
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Beity, None, madam. 

Mrs. Cir. That is amazing !—You know ex- 
pect Colonel Secret and Mrs. Simper every instant. 

Betty. Yes, madam. 

Mrs. Cir. Put the fruit and the wine on the table 
in the next room. 

Betty. Very well, madam. 

Mrs. Cir. And, Betty, order the fellow tc let no- 
body in but Sir Luke. 

Betty, Madam, I shall take care. [ Exit. 

Mrs. Cir. (sits down.) The ballot must be over 
by tis time. Sure there is nothing so dreadful as a 
State of suspence: but should they black-ball me! 
No, there's no danger of that: Miss Mattadore has 
insur'd me success. - Well, this is certainly one of 
the most useful institutions; it positively supplies the 
only point of time one dees not Know how to employ. 
From twelve, the hour of one's rising, to dinner, is 
a most horrible chasm; for though teasing the mer- 
cers and milliners, by tumbling their wares, is now 
and then an entertaining amusement, vet, upon re- 
petition, it palls.—But every morning to be sure of 
a party, and then again at night, after a rout, tv 
have a place to retire to; to be quite treed from a 

] 


pain of providing; not to be pester'd at table wit. 


the odions company of clients and country causing; 
for I am determin'd to dine and up at tha diu 
every day. I can tell 'em they'll have but very ter 


forfeits from me. 
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Enter Br:TTtyY, in late, wit a letter. 

Betty. By a chairinan, madam, from the Thatch'd 
House. 

Ars. Cir, Give it me, Betty, this instant. Ay— 
this is Mattadore's hand. (oprns and reads the letter.) 
« My dear Circuit—it js with the utmost concern 
« and confusion I'ftnd myself oblig'd to acquaint 
„ you, that notwithsranding all the pains I have 
« taken, the club have thought fit to rezect''—Oh ! 
( she faints, ) | 

Betty. Bless my sou! my lady is gone !—John! 
Will! Kitty! run hither this instant.— 

, 3 
Enter two Maps and a MAN SERVANT. 

All. What, what's the matter: 

Betty. Quick! quick! some hartshorn and water. 
{pats her hand.) Madam! madam— 

Serv. Here! here! here! (bringing water. 

Betty. John, go for the potter-carrier this instant 
—] believes to my soul she is dead—Kitty, fetch some 
feathers to burn under her nose. There, stand fur- 
ther oft, and give her some air 


Euter Sir LUKE, 


Sir Luke, Hey day! what the deuse is the matter? 


What's the meaning of all this, Mrs. Bettv ? 

Zettv. Oh, Sir; is it von my poor lady! (errvs, ) 
Clap the bottle hard to her nose. 

Ser 1.469, But how came it about? 
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Petty. Some of the continents of that cursed letter 
she ha: there 1 her hand. 
SV Ju lere, here, take some of my eu de luce. 
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re! she recovers a little—some water— 


]T Deller it is nothing but a satirice! fit; I have had 
t „Now se opens her eyes—s0, S0— 
* a 1 

ben er forward a little. 


S:r /uke, My sweet Mrs. Circuit! 
Ari. Cir. Vi ho is that? 

Betty. Nobody at all, madam, but only Sir Luke 
Ars. Cir. Oh, Sir Luke, such a stroke, so fatal, « 
Sudden! it is not in nature I should ever survive it. 

Sir Ie. Marry, heaven forbid! But what cause 
nat coul 

Mrs. Cir. Leave the room. (To the Servants, who 
go out,) Only look over that letter. 


Sir Luke, Hum, hum, —(rcads.) “ fit to reject * 


VOu—this— 

"Irs. C:r. There! there! there! 

Sir Tuke, J own this is the utmost malice of for. 
tune—but let me finish the letter.“ This calamity, 
« dear Circuit, is of such a nature as batflcs all ad- 
« yice or interposition of friends: I shall therefore 
«© Jeave you to time and your own god understand— 
% ing.“ (pretty and sensible. —“ Yours,” &c.— But 
jet us sec, what says the pos eri! Cram 1 Fer. 
„ haps it may give you some comfort to know that 
« you had sixtcen almonds, and but two raisins 
« against you.” 

Airs. Cir. But two! 
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Si Lust. No more, | 

Mrs. Cir. This must be Kitty Cribbage's doing: 
she has been tatiling about the paltry trifle 1 owe 
her. | 

Sir Lute. Not uniiketv : but come, bear up, my 
dear Madam, and consider that two 


Mrs. Cir. Is as bad as two thousand. 

Sir Luse. Granted ; but perhaps it may not be 
too late to repair.—Gadso! I have thuugcht of a 
scheme I'll be elected myself, and then 1 warrant 
we manage 


Mrs. Cir. Y ou, Sir Luke? that never can be. 
Ser Luke. No, Madam; and why not ?t—Why you 


Li 


don't suppose that they wou'd venture to 


Mrs. Cir. It would not only be against the spirit, 
but the very letter of their constitution, to choose 
you a member. 

Str Luke. Ay, Madam, how so! | 

Mrs. Cir. Tlieir statutes are selected from all the 
codes that ever existed from the days of Lycurguy 
to the present Czarina. 

Sir Luke, Well. 

Ars. Cer. The Jaw that relates to your case they 
heve borrow'd from the Roman religion, 

Sir Luze. As how? 

Airs. Cir. As no men can be admitted a monk who 
has the least corporeal spot or defect; so no candi— 
date can be receiv*'d as a member who is Qepriv'd or 
the use of any one of his limbs. 

Sir Luke. Nay, then indeed | am early cut out 
that incepicity can never be got over. 
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Mrs. Cir. Indeed, the Serjeant says, if the club 
could be indue'd to re0/wve in your favour, then the 
original law would signify nothing. 

Sir Luke, Well, well, we i] sce wit can be done. 
(A loud knocking.) But hush ! the company's come; 
collect yourseli, sweet Mis. Circuit; don't give your 
encmies the malicious pleasure of secing how this 
disappointment aftects you. 

Mrs. Cir. Never fear; I know a little too much 
of the world nut to turn this defeat to my credit. 


Enter Colonel SECRET end Mrs. SIMPER. 

Ars. Sim. Your servant, Sir Luke. My dear 
Circuſt, I am trighten'd to death—your pcople tell 
me you are but just recover'd from a 

Mrs. Cir. Oh! nothing at ail! a faintness, a kind 
of swimming—but those people are ever swelling 


mole-hi:ls to mountains 

Mrs. Sim, I protest 1 was afraid that you had suf- 
fer'd vour late disappointment to lay hold of your 
spirits. 

Mrs. Cir. What disappointment, my dear ? 

Col. Mrs. Simper hints at the little mistake made 
this morning at the Thatch'd House. 

Mrs.Cir. That! ridiculous! I could have told you 
that a fortnight ago, child—all my own doing. 

Mrs. Sim. How ! 

Sir Luke, Entirely, 

Mrs. Cir. Oh! 1 always detested the thoughts of 
the thing—They would put me up; let me say what 


B 
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I would, so I was reduc'd to the necessity of pre- 
vailing upon two of my friends to black-ball me, 

Mrs. Sim. That, indeed, alters the case. 

Col. I am vastly happy to hear it; your old ac— 
quaintances were afraid they should lose you. 

Mrs. Cir. It is a sign they know but little of me 
But come, my good folks, 1 have prepar'd a small 
eollation in the next room, will you— [ Exeunt, 


Enter JACK and WOODFORD, 


Jack, VII watch sister, to see that nobody comes. 
Now, Woodford, make good use of your time. (Exit 
Woodford.) There, I have left *em together; if I 
had staid, I don't believe they would have open'd 
their mouths for a month: I never saw such an al- 
teration in a lad since the day I was born. — Why, it 
I had not known him before, I should not have 
thought he had a word to throw to a dog ; but I re. 
meniber the old proverb, 

I rue lovers are shy 
When people are by. 
Ii! take a peep to see how they go on :—There they 
are, just in the Sane posture I left them; she fold- 
ing her fingers, and he twirling his hat.—W hy, 
they don't even look at each other. -Was there ever 
such a couple of——Stay, stay, now he opens his 
mouth—pshaw !—Lord! there he shuts it again— 
hush! 1 hear somebody coming——no—nothing at 
all: — Mother is safe I am sure, —there is no danger 
from her Now let us take rother (Peeps at 
the coor.) Hum !—gadso, matters are mightily mend. 
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ed—There, there! very weli—there he lays down 
the law — Now he claps his hand on his heart-— 
vastly ; retty, I vow—There he swops with both his 
knees on the ground—Charming !—-.nd squeezes 
tis hat with both hands like one of the actors-—De- 
Iichtful! She wants him to rise, and he won't—Pro- 
digious moving indeed! 


Erter BETTY. 

Ritty, So, Sir, what are you doing there? 

Jack. There! where? 

Bitty. With your eyes glew'd close to the key- 
hole. 

Jack. I wanted to speak a word to my sister. 

Be. Ihen why don't you open her dor? 

Jack. 1 did not know bur she might be saying her 
Prayers. 

Betty. Prayers! a likely story! Who says their 
prayers at this time of the day: 
wont't pass upon me. — Let me luek—Very pretty! 
So, so, I see there's somebody else at his prayers 
too fine doings !— As soon as the Company goes, 
I shall take care to inform Madam your mother. 

fack, Nay, but Mrs. Betty, you won't be so— 

Betty. Indeed, Mr John, but I shall—Pll swal- 
low none of your secerets, believe me. 

Jack. What, perhaps your stomach is overloaded 
already. | 

Betty. No matter for that, I shall be even with 
Miss for telling Master about and concerning my 
drums, 


No, no, that 
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Jack. Why, Mrs. Betty, surely sister could not— 

Betty. When she very well knows that 1 have not 
sent cards but twice the whole season. 

Jack. Lord! what signi 

Betty. What would she say, if she visited the great 
families I do? For tho? 1 am, as I may say, but a 


commoner, no private gentlewoman's gentlewoman 
has a more prettier set of acquaintance, 
fack, Well, bat 
Betty. My routs indeed !-—T here is Mrs. Allspice, 
who lives with Lady Cicily Sequence, has six tables 
every Sunday, besides looers, and braggers; and 


moreover proposes giving a masquerade the begin— 


ning of June, and 1 intends being there. 

Jack, Well, but to talk calmly, 

Betty. And as Miss is so fond of fetching and car- 
ry ing, you may tell her we are to have a private 
play among ourselves, as the quality have: the Dis- 
trustfil Mother, *tis called—Pylades, by Mr. Tho. 
mas, Lord/\Catastrophe's butler—Hermione, Mrs. 
Allspice 1 | shall do Andromache myself. 

Jack. A play! Lord, Mrs. Betty, will you give 
me a ticket? 

Betiy. All's one for . that—and so you may tell 
Miss that. (Bell rings.) Coming, Madan, this mü— 
nitute And that, Mr. John, is the long and the 
Short on't. (Bell rings again.) Lord, I am coming 


[ Ex. 


Enter WOODFORD to JACK, 
ecd, What's the matter? 
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Zack. Here, Betty, my mother's fac-totum, has 
just discover'd , our haunts, and is gone to lay an 
information against you—5s0, depend, upon it, a 
Search-wurrant will issue difectly. 

Hood. Stay but a moment till I take leave of your 
sister. 

Jach. Zooks! I tell vou the constables will be 
here in a trice, so you have not a moment to lose. 

Mood. How unlucky thts is! 

Zack, But I hope you have obtained a verdict, 
however, 

Hod. No. 

fack. No! 

Hod. It would not have been decent to have 
pred the zudęg too Soon Tour a sentence 

Jack. Soon! —-Vou are a ninny, I tell you $0 ;— 
Here you will suffer judgment to go by detault.— 
You are a pretty pracitioner indecd ! 

Wood, This, you may knen, in, dear Jack, is an 
equity case: 1 have but just fil'd my bill; one must 
give the parties time to put in an answer. 

Jack. lime - How you may come olr in court ! 
can't tell, but you will-turn out but a poor cham- 
ber-counscl 1 fear, —Well, come along, perhaps 1 
may be able to procure another hearing before it is— 
But, Lord o'mercy! there is father crossing the hall 
—$hould he see us, all's over—we have notlnng 
for t but taking shelter with sister. [ Exeunt, 


TIE END OF THE SECOND ACT, 
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ACT III.— SCENE I. 


Sir Lux E Ii ur, Mrs. Cixcuir, Cotonr! Srchtw, 
and Mrs. S1MPEk, disccver'd at @ tali, with @ 
Collation brfore them. 


Mrs. Circuit. 


. 
Ou; by-the-by, Sir Juke Take some of these 
sweetmeats, my dear (To Ars. Semper.) — Did not 
you promise to introduce to me that little agreeable 
piece of imperfection that belongs to the opera '-— 
Colonel, won't you taste the champaign ? 

Sir Ie. Who, Signior Piano — Let me assist 
Mrs. Simper.— Why, Madam, I made ap attempt; 
but at present—shan't I send vou a biscuit?—he is 
in the possession of a certain lady, who never suſters 
him out of her sight for a moment. 

Mrs, Sim. Oh! the curnuiggeon !—I am vastly 
fond of these custards. 

Sir Luke. Yes, they have a delicate flavour—but 
he promis'd, if possible, to escape for an hour— 
won't you? (To Mrs, Circuit } 

Mrs. Cir. No, it gives me ths heart-burn.— Then 
let us leave him a cover. | 

Col. By all means in the world. 

Mrs. Cir, But there is, likewise, another party, 
tor whom a place ought to be kept. 

s. Sim. Another; Who can that te 1 wonder? 
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Mrs. Cir. A small appendix of nine. 
Sir Luke. How, Madam 7 


Mrs. Cir. You need not be jealous, Sir Luke 
Taste that tart, Mrs. Simper. It is only my hus. 


band the Serjcant.— Ha, ha, ha !—Betty makes theta y 
herself. 
Mrs. Sim. Oh! you abominable creature! hon W 


could such a thought come into your head? 
Sir Luke, Ma'am—(Ofering sweetmeats to Mrs. 
Simper.) * 
Mrs. Sim. Not a bit more, I thank vou.—I swear 
and vow I should swoon at the sight. 
Mrs. Cir. And I should receive him with the po- 
lite indiffcrence of an absolute stranger. 
Sir Luke. Well said, my good Lady Intrepid ! 


| But, notwithstanding, I would venture a trifle that en 
8 his appearance would give you such an electrica 
Shock | be 
| Mrs. Cir. You are vastiy deceiv'd. 
Sir Luke Dare you come to the proof ? Will you 20 
| give me leave to introduce Mr. Serjeant ? He 1s not 1˙1 
1 tar off. | 
Mrs. Cir. What, my husband? 
Sir Lule. Even he! I saw him as I eater'd tit 
all. 


Mrs. Cir. Impossible! 
Ser Lucke. Nay, then I must fetch him. 
[Exit Ser Lun? 
Col. I can't conceive what the knigat wou'd be et. 
Mrs. Sim. Why he is mad. / 
Mrs. Cir. Or turn'd fool. Pan 
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Enter Sir LUKE, with the Serjeant's fprruke on 4 
| block: 

Sir Jute. Now, Madam, have I reason? Is this 
your husband or not? | 

Mrs. Si. It is he; not the least doubt can be 
made, 

Col. Ves, ves, it is the Serjeant himself. 

Mrs, Cir. lown it; I acknowledge the lord of my 
wishes. [Kisses the blorkh, 

Ars. Sim. All his features are there! 

C. The grave cast of his countenance ! 

Sr Luke, The vacant stare of his eye! 

Mrs. Cir. The livid hue of his lips! 

Mys. Sim. The rubies with which his checks ar- 
enrich'd. 

Col. The silent solemnity when he sits on the 
bench! 

Mrs. Cir, We must have him at table; but pray, 
good folks, let my husband appear like hiunselt.-— 
D' run for the gown. [ Exzr. 

Ars. Sim. By all means in the world. 

Sir Luke, Dispatch, I beseech you. 


Mrs. CiIRculT returns with a gown and band. 


Ars. Cir. Sir Luke, lend your assistance. 
Col. There, place him at the head of the table. 
(They fix the head at the back of a chair, and place 
it at table; then all sit.) 
Mrs. Sim. Madam, you'll take care of your hus- 
band, 
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Mrs Cir. I don't want to be put in mind of my 
duty. 

Mrs. Sm. Oh, Madam! I know that very well. 

Sir Luke. Come, Hob or Nob, Master Circuit 
let us try if we can't fuddle the Serjeant. 

Col. O] fye! have a proper respect for the coif. 

Ars. Sit. Don't be too tacetious, Sir Luke: it is 
not quite $0 safe to sport with the heads of the law ; 
you don't know how scon you may have a little bu- 
siness together. 

Sir Luke, But come, the Serjeant is sulky.—I 
have thought of a way to divert him :—You know 
he is never $0 happy as when he 1s hearing a cause : 
suppose we were to plead one before him; Mrs, 
Circuit and I to be counsel, the Colonel the clerk, 
an Mrs. Simper the cryer. 

Mrs. Cir. The finest thought in the world! And, 
Stay, to conduct the trial with proper solemnity, 
let's rummage his wardrobe; we shall there be able 
to equip ourselves with suitable dresses. x 

Sir Luke. Alons! alons! 

Mrs. Sim. There is no time to be lost. (All rise. 

Mrs. Cir. (Stopping short as they are going out.) 
But won't my husband be angry if we leave him 
alone? Bye dearee 
again. * LExcunt. 


we shall soon return to these 


Enter Ser;-ant CIRCUIT, not perceiving tue Collation 

Serj. Su, my lord not being able to sit, there was 
no occasion for me. I can't put that girl's nonsense 
out of my head — My wife is voung to be sure, and 
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loves pleasure Jon; but as to the marr article I 
have not the least ground to suspect her in that 
No, no!—And then, Sir Luke? my rosten ami, the 
dearest friend 1 have in the—Heyday! (Seeing the 
collation.) What the deuse have we here ?—A col- 
lation !—So, so—I see Madam knows how to divert 
herself during my absence. What's this? (Seeing 
the block.) Oh, ho! ha! ha! hal— Well, that's 
pretty enough, I protest.—Poor girl, I see she 
could not be happy without having something at 
table that resembled me.—How pleas'd she will be 
to find me here in propria persona.—By your leave, 
Mrs. Circuit—(S:s down and eats.) Delicate cate 
ing, in troth—and the wine (Drinks.)—Champaiy: 
as I live must have t'other glass—T hey little think 
how that gentleman there regales himself in their 
absence—Ha! ha! ha!—quite convenient, I vow— 
the heat of the weather has made me—Come, bro- 
ther Coif, here's your health—(Driks.)— must 
pledge myself I believe—(Drznks egazn-)—devillsh 
Strong—pshut !—Somebody's comng—(Gets vp, and 
goes tawards the wings.)—W hat do 1 see Four law- 
yers! What the devil can be the meaning of this? 
| should be glad to get at the bottom of—Hey! By 
your leave, brother Scrjeaut—I must crave the use 
of your robe - (Sets down, and gels under the gown) 
Between oursclves, tliis is not the first tune 
this gown has cover'd a fraud, 
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Enter Sir Lux E, Colon EI, Mrs. Circvirt, and 
Mrs. SIMPER, dressed as Counsellors. 


Sir Luke. Come, come, gentlemen, dispatch, the 
court has been waiting some time. Brother Circuit, 
vou have look'd over your brief? 

Ars. Cir, What, do you suppose, Sir, that like 
some of our brethren I deter that till I cone into 
court? No, no. 

Sir Luke, This cause contains the whole marrow 
and pith of all modern practice. 

Mrs. C:r. One should think, Sir Luke, you had 
been bred to the bar. 

Sir Luke. Child, I was some years in the temple; 
but the death of my brother robb'd the robe of my 
labours. 

Ars. Sim. What a loss to the public! 

Sir Luke. You are smart, Mrs. Simper. I can 
tell you, Serjeant Snuffle, whose manner I study'd 
pronounc'd me a promising youth, 

Mrs. Simper. I don't doubt it. 

Sir Luke, But let us to business. And, first, for 
the state of the case: The parties you know are 
Hobson and Nobson; the object of litigation is a 
small parcel of land, which is to decide the fate ol a 
borough. 

Mrs. Cir. True; call'd Turnbury Mead. 

Sir Luke. Very well. Then to bring matters to a 
Short issue, it Was agreed, that Nobson should on 
the premises cut down a tree, and Hobson bring hi- 

Action of damage. 
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Mrs. Cir. True, true. 

dir Luke The jury being sworn, and the coun- 
sellors feed, the court may proceed. Fake your 
Seats—But bold—I hope no gentleman has been 
touc!!' on both sides. 

Ali. Oh! fye! 

Fir Luke, Let silence be call'd. 

Mrs. Seim. Silence in the court! 

Sir Luke. But stop. To be regular, and provide 


WV 


for fresh causes, we must take no notice of the bo- 
rough and lands, the real objects in view, but stick 
fast to the tree, which is of no importance at all. 

All, True, true. 

Sir Luke. Brother Circuit, you may proceed. 

Mrs. Cir. Gentlemen of the jury.—I am in this 
cause counsel for Hobson the plaintiff. —The action 
is brought against Nebuchadnezzar Nobson, That 
he the said Nobson did cut down a tree, value two- 
pence, and to his own use said tree did convert.— 
Nobson justifies, and claims tree as his tree. We 
will, gentlemen, first state the probable evidence, 
and then come to the positive : and, first, as to the 
probable. When was this tree here belonging to 
Hobson, and claim'd by Nobson, cut down ? Was 
it cut down publicly in the day, in the face of the 
sun, men, women, and children, all the world 
looking on — No; it was cut down privately, in 
the night, in a dark night, nobody did see, nobody 
could See —Hum—And then with respect and re- 
gard to this tree, I am instructed to say, gentlemen, 
it was a beautiful, an ornamental tree to the spot 

Þ. 3 
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where it grew. Now can it be thought that any 
man would come for to go in the middle of the 
night, nobody seeing, nobody dd see, nobody could 
See, and cut down a tree, which tree was an orna- 
mental tree, if tree had been his tree ?—Certainly no. 
—And again, gentlemen, we moreover insist, this tree 
was not only ornamental to the spot where it grew, but 
it was a useful tree to the owner: it was a plum-tree, 
not only a plum tree, but I am authoriz'd to say the 
best of plum-trees, it was a damsin plum.—Now 
can it be thought, thut any man wou'd come for to 
go, in the middle of the night, nobody seeing, no- 
body did see, nobody could sce, and cut down a 
tree; which tree was not only an ornamental tree, 
but a useful tree; and not only a useful tree, but 
a plumetree; and not only a plum-tree, but the best 
of plum-trees, a damsin-plum ? Most assuredly no. 
If so be then that this be so, and so it most cer- 
tainly is, I apprehend no doubt will remain with 
the court, but my client a verdict will have, with 
full costs of suit, in such a manner, and so forth, 
as may nevertheless appear notwithstanding. 

Sir Luke, Have you done, Mr. Serjeant ? 

Mrs. Cir. You may proceed, | 

Sir Luke. Gentlemen of the jury—I am in this 
cause counsel for Hob——Zouns! I think the head 
moves. 

All. Hey! 

Col. No, no, Mrs. Simper jogg'd the chair with 
her toot, that was all. 

Ser Luke, For Hercules Hobson—(1 cou'd have 
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sworn it had stirr'd)—1 shan't, gentlemen, upon 


this occasion, attempt to move your passions, by 


flowing periods and rhetorical flowers, as Mr. Ser- 
jeant has done; no, gentlemen, it 1 get at your 
hearts, I will make my way through your heads, 
however thick they may be.—In order to which, 1 
will pursue the learned gentleman thro* what he 
calls his probable proofs : and, first, as to this tree's 
being cut down in the night; in part we will grant 
him that point, but, under favour, not a dark 
night, Mr. Serjzeant; no, quite the reverse, we can 
prove that the moon shone bright, with uzcommon 
lustre that night—So that if so be as how people 
did not see that was none—(dS-7jeant Sneezts.) Nay, 
Mrs. Circuit, if you break the thread of my— 

Mrs. Cir. Me break I said nothing I'm Sure. 

Str Luke. That's true, but you sneez'd. 

Mrs. Cir. Not I. 

Sr 1.142, I am sure somebody did; it could no 
be the head consider the least interruption puts one 
out of one's None of our taults, they might have 
Jook'd on and seen if they would. And then as to 
this beautiful tree, with which Mr. Serjeant has or- 
namented his spot. No, gentlemen, no such matter 
at all; I am instructed to say quite the reverse: a 
stunted tree, a blighted, blasted tree; a tree not 
only limbless, and leafless, but very near lifeless ; 
that was the true state of the tree; and then as to 


its use, we own It was a plum-tree indeed, but not 


of the Kind Mr. Serjeant sets forth, a damsin plum; 
our proofs say loudly a bull plum; but if so be and 
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it had been a damsin plum, will any man go for to 
Say, that a damsin plum is the best kind of plum? 
not a whit. I take upon me to say it is not a noun 
an adan zie plum—with plenty of sugar it does 
pretty well indeed in a tart; but to cat it by itself, 
wil! Mr. Serjeant go to compare it with the queen- 
mother, the padrigons— 

Serj. ( Appearing eudgdenty from under the gown. ) 
The green gages, or the orlines, 

Mrs. Cir. As 1 live *tis my husband! 

Ser. Navy, Sir Luke, don't vou run away too 
give me a buss—since 1 was born, I never heard a 


finer reply; I am sorry 1 did not hear your argu- 


ment out—but 1 cou'd not resist. 

Sir Luke, This 1 own was a little surprise Had 
you been long here, Mr. Serjeant ? 

Serj. But the instant vou enter'd. 

Sir Luke. So, then al is safe. [ Acid. 

Serj. But come, won't you refresh you, Sir Luke 
vou have had hard dut/ to-day. 

Sir Luke. 1 drank very freely at table. 

Serj. Nay, for the matter of that, I han't been 
idle; (both drink.) But come, throw off your gown, 
and let us finish the bottle: I han't had such a mind 
to be merry I can't tell the day when. 

Sir Luke. Nay then, Mr Serieant, have at you 
— Come, here's long life and health to the law. 

(Drinks, 

Serj. I'll pledge that toast in a bumper.—— 
(Dr inks.) —Pl take Charlotte's hint, and sce if 
can't draw the truth out of the knight by a bottle. 

[ Asde, 
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Ser Luke, try if I can't fuddle the fool, an- 
rid of him that way. [ A5idte 

S-rj. I could not have thought it: why, where 
the deuse did you pick up all this? But by-the-by 
pray Who was the crycr ? 

Sir Luke. Did not you know her? Mrs, Simper, 
your neighbour. 

Serj. A pestilent jade! she's a good one, I war- 
rant. 

Sr Luke, She is thought very pretty: what say 
vou to a glass in her tavour ? 

Serj, By all means in the world! [they drink.) 
And that spark the clerk ? 

Str Luke. Colonel Secret, a friend to the lady you 
toasted, 

Serj. A friend! oh, ay I understand you—Come, 
let us join 'em together, 

Sir Luke. Alons. ( Drink.) Egad, I shall be 
caught in my own trap, I begin to feel inyself flus- 
ter'd already. [ As:de. 

Serj. Delicate white wine, indeed! I like it better 
every glass. (Sings. ) 

Drink and drive care away, 
Drink and be merry. 

Sir Late. True, my dear Ser; 
warcher of secrets—the only key to the heart, 

Srj, Riglit boy, in veritas vino. 

Sir Luke. No deceit in a bumper. Sings.) Drink 
aud be merry. 

Serj. Merry! dammee, what a sweet fellow you 
are, what would 1 give to be half so jolly and gay. 


jeant—this is the 
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Sir Luke. (appearing der drunk.) Would you? 
and ye: do you know, Serjeant, that at this very junc- 
ture of time, there is a thing hñas popp'd into my 
head, that distresses me very much. 

Serj. Then drive it out with a bumper (Drink. 
Well, how is it now ? 

Str Luke. Now! the matter is not mended at all. 

Serj. What the deuse is the business that so sticks 
in ycur Stomach ? 

Sir Luke, You know, my dear Serjeant, I am your 
fried, your rea}, your aflectionate friend. 

ver}. 1 believe it, Sir Luke. 

Sir Luke, And yet, for these six months I have 
conceal'd a secret, that touches you near, very near— 

Serj. Me near! That was wrong, very wrong ? 
friends should have all things in common. 

Sir Luke. That's what I said to myself; Sir Luke, 
says I, open your heart to your friend. But to tell 
you the truth, what sealed up my lips, was the fear 
that this secret should make you sulky and sad. 

Serj. Me sulky and sad! ha! ha! how little you 
know of me. 

Si Luke. Swear then thou won't be uncasy. 

Serj, Well, 1 do. 

Str Luke. (Rising.) Soft! let us see that all's safe. 
Well, Mr. Serjeant, do you know that you are—a 
fine, honest fellow. 

Serj. Is that Sch a secret ? 

Sir Luke. Be quiet; a damn'd honest fellow—but 
as to your wife | 


Serj, Well? 
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Sir Luke. She is an infamous strum— 

Serj. How ! it is a falsehood Sir Luke, my wife is 
as virtuous a wom— 

Sir Luke, Oh] it you are angry, your servant—T 
thought that the news would have pleas'd you—for 
after all, what is the business to me? Whatdol get 
by the bargain ? 

Serj. That's true; but then would it not vex any 
man to hcar his witc abus'd in such a— 

Sir Lukes. Not if its true, you old fool. 

Serj. 1 say it is false: prove it; give me that sa- 
tisfaction, Sir Luke. 

Sir Luke, Oh! you shall have that pleasure di- 
rectly; and to come at once to the point—you re- 
member last New- year's day how severely it froze. 

Serj. I do recollect. 

Sir Luke, Very well; we are all invited to dine at 
Alderman Inkle's. 

Serj. Very right. 

Ser Luke, Well, and I did not go: Mrs. Circuit 
made me dine here in this house - Was it my fault ? 

Serj. No, no, Sir Luke, no. 

Sir Luke. At table says she—she said, I was the 
picture of you—Was it my fault? 

Serj. Well, and suppose you are; where's the 
mischief in that ? 

Str Luke, Be quiet, 1 tell you, —Then throwing 
her arms round my neck,—it is my husband himself 
| embrace, it is my little old man that I kiss!—for 


she has a prodigious affestion for you at bettom 
Was it my fault? 
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Serj. But what is there serious in this? dost think 
I mind such trifles? 

Sir Lutte. Hold your tongue, you fool, for a mo- 
ment Then throwing her teresa aside—upon my 
soul she is prodigious fine every where here Wos 
it my fault? 

Serj. My fault! my fault! I see no fault in al! 
this. | 

Sir Luke. ( Hatching à cry.) No! why then, my 
dear friend, do you know that I was so unworthy, 
So profligate, so abandon'd—as to—( Ries.) say no 
more, the business is done. 

Serj. Ay, indeed! 

8;r Luke. Oh! fact! there is not the least doubt 
of the matter; this is no kear-50y, dy e sce, I was 
by all the while. 

Serj. Very pretty! very fine upon my word. 

Sir Lute, Was it my fault? what cou'd I do? pur 
yourselt in my place; 1 must have been more or les 
than man to resist. 

Serj. Your fault, Sir Luke, no, no—you did bu 
your duty But as to my wife — 

Sir Luke, She's a diabolical fiend; I shall hate! =: 
as long as J live. 

Serj. And J too. 

Sir Luke, Only think of her forcing me, as“ 
were with a sword at my breast, to play such a trick, 
you, my dear Serjeant, the best, truest friend I have 
in the world. f [ Weeps. 

Serj. (Weeping. ) Dry your tears, dear Sir Luke, 
shall ever grateiully acknowledge your confidenc- 
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17708 entertaining production of the late Samuel Foote, as we 
av” mformed, was originally intended for the Hay-market I.itt!e 


Theatre ; the profits of which were then Shared vetween the Au. 


thor and Mr. Murphy. But, under Such directors, the Temple of 


Momus experienced a run of Success, which continued throughoug 
the season (1761 for which the Har was intended, and thi 
gocd fortune rendered wnneces3ary any addition to the list of no- 
tell ies. 

On the following Winter, it was flap ed fer the first time on the 
b:ards of Covent Garden ; but although Foote represented his own 
kero, it did not meet with 50 brilliant a reception as its merits en- 
titled it to, This may be attributed to a dizappointment in public 
exteflation, and not to any fu t in the piece fte. Its title was 
attractive, the town imagined the Wit had prepared his Shaft for 
a partial mark, many a Critic in the fit had formed his own object, 
and, before the drawing up of the curtain, the prevailing whit er 
was ** Who can he mean?“ Conjetture was entirely at an end at 
the close of the ſirit all ; and the sfeclators, who came jrehared 
10 ce FOOTE, was not 50 well fleased as they otherwnse would 
have been with his Cap to fit many heads,” but which they had 
mag ined was intended, only for ONE. 

This supposition is Strengthened by the full houses it has Since 
trawn. Indeed Such acting as Palmer dial in Young - 
* may juslify us in Saying, that part of its popularity my + 
,,, to the exericons of that excellent comed:an, 
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PROLO OG UE. 


* \ HAT various revolutions in our art, 


Since IThespis first sold ballads in a cart! 

By nature tram'd the witty war to wage, 
And lay the deep foundations of the stage, 
From his own soil that bard his pictures drew 
The gaping crowd the mimic features knew, 
And the broad jest with fire cleric Lev. 
Succeeding times, more polish'd and reſin'd, 
To rigid rules the comic muse contin'd. 
Robb'd of the nat'tel freedom of her song, 
In artful measures now she Boats along. 

No sprightly sallies rouse the slumb'ring pit: 
Thalia, grown mere architect in wit, 

To doors and ladders has conſin'd her cares, 
Conveuicnt closets, and a snug back-stairs; 
*[wixt her and Satire has dissoly'd the leagues 


And jilted Humour to enjoy Intrigue, 


To yvaiu the sufl* rage of this polish'd age, 
We bring to-mglit a Stranger on the stage: | 4 
His sie De Vega, we contess this truth, 
Lest you mistake him for a British youth. 
Severe the censure on my teeble pen, 
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Thus, if I hum or ha, or name report, 


letting manners, that she copies men, 


„Ii Serjeant Splitcause from the Inns of Court ; 


2 
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PROLOGUE. 


If at the age that ladies cease to dance, 

To romp at Ranelagh, or read romance, 

I draw a dowager inclin'd to man, 

Or paint her rage for china or japan, 

The trug original is quickly Enown, 

And Lady Squab proclaim'd throughout the town. 
But in the following group let no man date 

To claim a limb, nay, not a single hair: 

What gallant Briton can be uch a $0t 

Jo own the child a Spaniard has begot ? 
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ACE 1. 


ä 


SCENE 1.—Young Milding's Lodgings. 


Younc W1LDixG and PAP1LLION discovered. 
Young Wilding. 


Axv am I now, Papillion, perfectly equipp'd ? 

Pap. Personne mieux. Nobody better, 

V. Wild, My figure? 

Pap. Fait a peindre, 

Y. Wild. My air? 

Pap. Libre. 

Y. Wild. My address? 

Pap. Parisiene. 

F. Wild. My hat sits easily under my arm; not 
like the draggled tail of my tatter'd academical ha- 
bit. | 

Pap. Ah, bien autre chose. | 

F. Held. Why, then, adieu Alma Mater, and bien 
venue la ville de Londre; farewell te the schoels, 
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and welcome the theatres; presidents, proctors, 
short commons with long graces, must now give 
place to plays, bagnios, long tavern- bills with no 
graces at all. 

Pap. Ah, bravo, bravo! 

F. Wild. Well, but my dear Papillion, vou must 
give me the chart du paye. This town is a new 
world to me; my provident papa, you Know, would 
never suffer me near the smoke of London; and 
what can be his motive for permitting me now, I 
can't readily conceive, 

Pap. Ni moi. 

F. Wild. 1 shall, however, take the liberty to con- 
ceal my arrival from him for à few days. 

Pap. Vous avez raison. 

Y. Nd. Well, my Mentor, and how am I to ma- 

age? Direct my road: where must I begin? But 
the debate is, I suppose, of consequence? 

Pap. Vraiment. 

. H. How long have you left Paris, Papillion! 

Pap. Tue! ve, dirteen year, 

F. Hd. JI can't compliment you upon your pro- 
gress in English. 

Pap. The ſ accent is difficult. 

F. Id. But here vou are at home. 

Pop. C' eſt vrai. 

}" Mid. No stranger to fasionable places. 

Pap. O faite! 

V. Wild. Acquainted with the faihionable figure; 
gf both scxes. 

Pf. Sans doute. 
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d've hear, Papillion, as you have the honour to be 
promoted trom the mortifying condition of an hum. 
ble valet to the important charge ol a private tutor, 


V. Wild, Well then, open your lecture: And, 


let us discard all distance between us. See me ready 
to slake my thirst at your fountain of Knowledge, my 
Magnus Apollo. 

Pap. Here then IT disclose my Helicon to my po- 
etical pupil. 

V. Vid. Hey, Papillion? 

Pap. Sir? 

V. Wild. What is this > why, you speak English! 

Pap. Without doubt. 

J. Wild. But like a native. 

Pap. To be sure. 
V. id. And what am I to conclude from all 
this ? | 
« Pap. Logically thus, Sir: Whoever speaks pure 
English is an Enghshman. TI speak pure English; 
© ergo, Jam an Englishman. There's a categorical 
syllogism for you, major, minor, and consequence. 
What! do you think, Sir, that whilst you was busy 
at Oxford, I was idle? No, no, no. 

« Y, Wild. Well, Sir, but notwith:tanding you 
© pleasantry, I must have this matter explain'd. 

© Pap. So you shall, my good Sir; but don't be 
© jn such a hurry. You can't suppose I would give 
4 
door. 


F. Wild. Why then, prithee, unlock it. 


as 
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you the key, unless I meant you should open the- 
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* Pap. Immediately. But by way of entering up- 
on my post as preceptor, suffer me first to give 
you a hint. You must not expect, Sir, to find here, 
as at Oxford, men appearing in their real charac- 
ters: every body there, Sir, knows that Dr. Mu<s- 
SY is a fellow of Maudlin, and Tom Trifle a stu— 


dent of Christ-church ; but this town is one great. 


comedy, in which not only the principles, but fre - 
quently the persons, are teigned. 

F. Hd. A useful observation. 

« Pap. Why now, Sir, at the first coftee-house I 
shall enter you, you will perhaps meet a man, 
from whose decent sable dress, placid countenance, 
insinuating behaviour, short sword, with the wai- 
ter's civil addition of A dis of coffee for Dr. Julap, 
you would suppose him to be a physician. 

« Y, Wild. Well? 

Pap. Does not know diascordium from diacu- 
lum. An absolute French spy, concealed under 
the shelter of a huge medicinal perriwig. 

c F. Wild. Indeed! 

« Pap. A martial figure, too, it is odds but you 
will encounter; from whose scars, title, dress, and 
address, you would suppose to have had a hare in 
every action since the peace of the Pyrences ; run— 
ner to a gaming table, and bully to a bawdy-house. 
Battles, to be sure, he has beenin—with the watch ; 
and frequently a prisoner too in the'round-house. 
F. Wild, Amazing! . 

* Pap. In short, Sir, you will meet with lawyers 
who practise smuggling, and merchants who trade 


fi 
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© upon Hoinslow-heath; reverend atheists, right 
© honourable $sharpers, and Frenchmen from the 
© county of York. 

© Y, Hd. In the last list I presume, you roll. 
Paß. just my situation. 

© Y. id. And pray, Sir, what may be your mo. 
tive for this whimsical transformation? 

« Pap. A very harmless one, I promise you. I 
would only avail myself at the expence of folly and 
6 prezudice, 

« Y, Wild. As how?? 

Pap. Why, Sir But to be better understood, 1 
believe it will be necessary to give you a short sketch 
of the principal incidents of my life, 

F. Wild. Prithee do. 

Pap. Why then, you are to know, Sir, that my for- 
mer situation has been rather above my present con- 
dition, having once sustained the dignity of sub- pre- 
ceptor to one of those cheap rural academies with 
which our county of Vork is so plentifully stocked. 

F. Hild. But to the point: Why this disguise? 
why renounce your country: 

Pap. There, Sir, you make a little mistake; it 
vas my country that renounced me. 

F. Wild. Explauin. 

Pap. In an instant: upon quitting the school, and 


first coming to town, 1 got recommended to the 
compiler of the Monthly Review. 


F. Id. What, an author too? 
Pap. Oh, a voluminous one. Thewhole region of 
tlie belles lettres tell under my inspection ; physic 
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divinity, and the mathematics, my mistress managed 
herself. There, Sir, Ike another Aristarch, I dealt 
out fame and damnation at pleasure. In obedience 
to the caprice and commands of my master, I have 
condemin'd books I never read; and applauded the 
fidelity ot a translation, without understanding one 
syllable of the original. | 

F. Heid. Ah! why, I thonght acuteness of dis- 
cernment, and depth of knowledge, were necessary 
to acomplish a Critic, 

Pap. Yes, Sir; but not a monthly one. Our me- 
thod was very concise, We copy the titie-page of a 
new book; we never go any further. If we are or- 
dered to praise it, we have at hand about ten words, 
which, scatter'd through as many periods, effectually 
does the business; as, © laudable design, happy ar- 
* rancement, spirited language, nervous sentiment, 
« elevation of thought, conclusive argument.“ If we 
are to decry, then we have, © unconnected, flat, false, 
illiberal, stricture, reprehensible, unnatural :** And 
thus, Sir, we pepper the author, and soon rid out 
hands of his work. | 

F. Wild. A short recipe! 

Pap. And yet, Sir, you have all the materials 
that are necessary? These are the arms with which 
we engage authors of every kind. To us all sub- 
jects are equal; plays or sermons, poetry or politics, 
music or midwifery, it is the same thing. 

F. Wed. How came you to resign this easy em- 
ployment? | 

Pap. It would not answer. Notwithstancing 
what we say, people will judge for themselves; our 
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work hung upon hand, and all I could get from the 


Publisher was four shillings a-week and my small 
beer. Poor pittance! 


F. I/ild. Poor, indeed. 
Pap. Oh, half-starv'd me. 
V. Mild. What was your next change? 
Pap. I was mightily puzzled to choose. © Some 
would have me turn player, and others methodist 
preacher; but as I had no money to build mea ta- 
bernacle, 1 did not think it could answer; and as 
to player, whatever might happen to me, 1 was 
determined not to bring a disgraceupon my family 
and so I resolv'd to turn footman, 
F. Hild. Wisely resolv'd. 
* Pap. Yes, Sir, but not so casily executed. 
F. Wild. No! 
* Pap. Oh no, Sir. Many a weary step have I 
taken after a place. Here I was too old, there L 
was too young; here the last livery was too big, 
there it was too little; here I was aukward, there I 
was knowing : Madam disliked me at this house, 
her ladyship's woman at the next: so that | was as 
much puzzled to find out a place, as the great Cy- 
nic philosopher to discover a man. In short I was 
quite in a state of despair,* when chance threw an 
old friend in my way that quite retrieved my affairs. 

Y. Wild. Pray, who might he be ? 

Pap. A little bit of a Swiss genius, who had been 
French usher with me at the same school in the 
country. I opened my melancholy story to him 


c 


c 


over three penny-worth of beef. a- la- wode, in a cellar 
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in St. Ann's. My little foreign friend purs'd up his 
lanthorn jaws, and with a shrug of contempt, “ Ahs 
maitre Jean, vous n'avez pas la politique; you have 
no finesse : to thrive here you must study the folly of 
vour own country.“ „ How, Monsieur?“ „ Taisez 
vous: keep a your tongue. Autrefois I teach you 
Speak French, now I teach-a you to forget English. 
Go vid me to my lodgement, I vil give you proper 
dress, den go present yourself to de same hotels, de 
very same house; you will find all de doors dat was 
Shut in your face as footman Anglois, will fly open 
demselves to a French valet de chambre.“ 

V. Nd. Well, Papillion? 

Pep. Gad, Sir, I thought it was but an honest ar— 
tifice, so I determin'd to follow my friend's advice. 

F. Wild. Did it succeed? 

Pap. Better than expectation. My tawny face, 
long queu, and broken English, was a pa+tse-partout. 
Besides, when I am out of place, this disguise pro- 
cures me many resources. 

Y. Wild, As how ? 

Pap. Why, at a pinch, Sir, I am either a teacher 
of tongues, a friscur, a dentist, or a dancing-1naster : 
these, Sir, are hereditary professions to Frenchmen. 
But now, Sir, to the point: As you were pleased to 
be so candid with me, I was determined to have no 
reserve with you. You have studied books, I have 
Studied men; you want advice, and I have some at 
your service. 

F. Fiid. Well, I'll be ycur customer. 
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Pap. But guard my secret. II should be so un- 
fortunate as to lose your place, don't shut me out 
from every other. 

F. Wild. You may rely upon me. 

Pap. In a few years I shall be in a condition to re- 
tire from business: but whether I shall settle at my 
family-scat, or pass over to the continent, is as vet 
eindetermined, Perhaps, in gratitude io the country, 
I may purchase a marquisate near Faris, and spend 


the money 1 have got by their means generously 


amongst them. 
F. Wild, A grateful intention. But let us sally. 
Where do we open? 

Pap. Let us see—one o'clock—-it is a fine day: 
the Mall will be crowded. 

Y. Wild. Allons. 

Pap. But don't stare, Sir: survey every thing 
with an air of habit and indifference. 

F. Wild. Never fear. 

Pap. But I would, Sir, crave a moment's audience, 
upon a Subject that may prove very material to you. 

Y. Wild. Proceed. 

Pap. You will pardon my presumption ; but you 
have, my good master, one little foible that I could 
wisl: you to correct. 

F. Wild. What is it? 

Paß. And yet it is a pity too, you do it so very 
well. 

F. Hild. Prithee be plain. 

Pap. You have, Sir, a lively imagination, with a 
most happy turn for invention. 
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Y. Wild. Well. 


Pap. But now and then in your narratives you are 
hurry'd, by a flow of spirits, to border upon the 
improbable, a little given to the marvellous. 

F. Wild. J understand you: what, I am some- 
what subject too lying? 

Pap. Oh, pardon me, Sir; I don't say that; no, 
no: only a little apt to embellish; that's all. To be 
sure it is a fine gift, that there is no disputing: but 
men in general are so stupid, so rigorously attach'd 
to matter of fact And yet this talent of yours is the 
very soul and spirit of poetry; and why it should 
not be the same in prose, I can't for my life deter- 
mine. 


V. Wild. You would advise me then not to be 
quite so poetical in my prose ? 

Pap. Why, Sir, if you would descend a little to 
the grovelling comprehension of the million, I think 


it would be as well. 


F. Vid. I'll think of it. 

Pap. Besides, Sir, in this town, people are more 
smoky and suspicious. Oxford, you know, is the seat 
of the muses; and a man is naturally permitted more 
ornament and garniture to his conversation, than 
they will allow in this latitude, 

V. Wild. I believe you are right. But we shall 
be late. D'ye hear me, Papillion: if at any time 
you find me too poetical, give me a hint; your ad- 
vice shan't be thrown away. [ Exit. 

Pap. 1 wish it mayn't; but the disease 1s too 
rooted to be quickly removed. Lord, how I have 


AI. THE LYAR. 17 


sweat for him! yet he is as unembarrassed, easy, and 
fluent, all the time, as if he really believed what he 
said. Well, to be sure, he is a great master; it is a 
thousand pities his genius could not be converted to 
some public service. I think the government should 
employ him to answer the Brussels Gazette. Ul 
be hang'd 1t he is not too many for Mons:eur Maus 
bert, at his ow: weapons, Exit. 


SCENE II. Tie Park. 


Enter Miss GRAN TAM Miss GODFREY, and SERVANT, 

M. Gr. John, let the chariot go round to Spring— 
gardens; for your mistress and I Shall call at Lady 
Bab's, Miss Arabella Allnight's, the Countess of 
Crumple's, and the tall man's, this morning. My 
dear Miss Godfrey, what trouble 1 have had to get 
you out! Why, child, you are as tedious as a long 
morning. Do you know now, that of all places of 
public rendezvous 1 honour the Park? forty thou- 
sand million ot times preteruble to the play-huuse | 
Don't you think so, my dear? 

M. God. "I hey are both well in their way. 

M. Gr. Way! why, the purpose of both 1s the 
same; to meet company, i'n't it? What, d'ye think I 
go there for the plays, or come here for the trees? 
ha, ha! well, that is well enough. But, O Gemim! 
] beg a million of pardons: You are a prude, and 
have no relish for the little innocent liberties with 
which a fine woman may indulge herself in public. 


M. God. Liberties in public! 
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M. Gr. Yes, child; such as encoring a song at 
an opera, interrupting a play in a critical scene of 
distress, hallooing to a pretty fellow cross the 
Mall as loud as if you were calling a coach. Why, 
do you know now, my dear, that by a Incky stroke 
in dress, and a few high airs of my own making, I 
have had the good fortune to be gazed at and fol- 
lowed by as great a crowd, on a Sunday, as if I 
was the 'Iripoly arabassador ? 

M. God. The good fortune, Ma'am! Surely the 
wish of every decent woman is to be unnotic'd in 
public. 

M, Gr. Decent! oh, my dear queer creature, 
what a phrase have you found out for a woman of 
fashion! Decency 1s, child, a mere bourgeois, ple- 
beian quality, and fit only for those who pay court 
to the world, and not for us to whom the world 
pays court. Upon my word, you must enlarge your 
ideas: You are a fine girl, and we must not have 
you lost; I'll undertake you myself. But, as I was 
saying Pray, my dear, what was I saying ? 

AT. God. I profess I don't recollect. 

M. Gr. Hey !—Oh, ah! the Park, One great 
reason for my loving the Park is, that one has so 
many opportunities of creating connections, 

M. God. Ma'am! 

M. Cr. Nay, don't look grave. Why, do you 
know that all my male friendships are form'd in 
this place ? 

M. God, It is an odd spot: But you must par- 
don me if I doubt the possibility. 
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M. Gr. Oh, I will convince you in a moment; 
for here seems to be coming a good smart figure 
that I don't recollect. I will throw out a lure. 

M. God. Nay, for Heaven's sake! 

M. Gr. I am determin'd, child: that is— 

M. God. You will excuse my withdrawing. 

M. Gr. Oh, please yourself, my dear. 

| Exit Miss Godfrey, 


Enter YOUNG WILDING with PAPILLION, 

F. Wild. Your Ladyship's handkerchief, Muam, 

M. Gr. 1 am, Sir, concern'd at the trouble— 

F. Wild, A most happy incident for me, Madam; 
as Chance has given me an honour, in one lucky 
minute, that the most diligent attention has not been 
able to procure for me in the whole tedious round 
of a revolving year. 

M. Gr. Is this meant to me, Sir ? 

F. Wild. To whom else, Madam ? Surely, you 


must have mark'd my respectful assiduity, my un- 


interrupted attendance; to plays, operas, balls, 
routs, and ridottos, I have pursued you like your 
shadow; 1 have besieged your door for a glimpse 
of your exit nnd entrance, like a distressed creditor, 
who has no arms against privilege but perscverance. 
Pap. So, now he is in for it; stop him who can, 
F. Wild. In short, Madam, ever since I quitted 
America, which I take now to be about a year, I 
have as faithtully guarded the live-long night voir 
ladyship's portal, as a centinel the powder magazine 
in a fortified City, 
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Pap. Quitted America! well pull'd. 

M. Gr. You have serv'd in America then? 

V. Wild. Full four vears, Ma'am: and during 
that whole time, not a single action of consequence, 
but I had an opportunity to signalize myself; and 1 
think I may, without vanity, affirm, 1 did not miss 
the occasion. You have heard of Quebec, I pre— 
sume? | 

Pap. What the deuce is he driving at now? 

V. ed. The project to surprise that place was 
thought a happy expedient, and the first mounting 
the breach a gallant exploit. There indeed the 
whole army did me justice. | 

M. Gr. 1 have heard the honour of that conquest 
attributcd to another name. 

F. Wild. The mere taking the town, Ma'am. But 
that's a trifle : Sieges now-a- days are reduc'd to cer- 
tainties; it is amazing how minutely exact we, who 
know the business, are at calculation. For instance 
now, we wil] suppose the commander in chief, ad- 
dressing himself to me, was to say, “ Colonel, I 
want to reduce that fortress; what will be the ex- 
pence ?*—©<« Why, please your highness, the reduc- 
tion of that fortress will cost you one thousand and 
two lives, sixty- nine legs, ditto arms, fourscore 
fractures, with about twenty dozen of flach 
wounds.“ 

M. Gr. And you should be near the mar ? 

Y. W:ld. To an odd joint, Ma'am. But, Madam, 
it is not to the French alone that my feats are con- 
find, Cherokees, Catabaws, with all the Aws and 
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Eees of the continent, have felt the force of my 
arms. 

Pap. This is too much, Sir. 

F. Hild. Hands off !—Nor am I less adroit at a 
treaty, Madam, than terrible in battle. To me we 
owe the friendshio of the Five Nations; and I had 
the first honour of smoking the pipe of peace with 
the Little Carpenter. 

M. Er. And so young ! 

F. Wild. This gentleman, though a Frenchman 
and an enemy, I had the fortune to deliver from the 
Mohawks, whose prisoner he had been for nine 
years. He gives a mest entertaining account of their 
laws and customs: he shall present vou with the 
wampum belt and a scalping-kmfe. Will you per- 
mit him, Madam, just to give you a taste of the mi— 
litary-dance, with a short specimen of their war- 
hoop. 

Pap. For Heaven's sake! 

M. Gr. The place is too public. 

F. IW:/d. In short, Madam, after having gathered 
as many laurels abroad as would garnish a Gothie 
cathedral at Christmas, I return'd to reap the har- 
vest of the well-fought field. Here it was my good 
fortune to encounter you; then was the victor vane 
quished; what the enemy could never accomplish, 
your eyes in an instant atchiev'd ; prouder to serve 
here than command in chief elsewhere; and more 
glorious in wearing your chains, than in triumphing 
over the vanquish'd world. 

M. Gr. 1 have got here a most heroical lover : 
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But I see Sir James Elliot coming, and must dismiss 
him. LAstdc. J Well, Sir, I accept the tendre 
of your passion, and may find a time to renew our 
acquaintance; at present it is necessary we should 
Separate. 

V. Wild. «Slave to your will, I live but to obey 
you.” But may I be indulged with the Enowledge 
of your residence! 

M. Gr. Sir? 

F. Mild. Your place of abode. 

M. Gr. Oh, Sir, you can't want to be acquainted 
with that; you have a whole year stood centincl at 
my ladyship's portal. 

V. Held. Madam, I—I—_I-— 

M. Gr. Oh, Sir, your servant. Ha, ha, ha! What, 
you are caught? ha, ha, hat Well, he has a mos! 
intrepid assurance. Adieu, my Mars. Ha, ha, ha! 

[ Ext! 

Pap. That last was an unlucky question, Sir. 

V. Mild. A little mal-a-propos, 1 must confess. 

Pap. A man should have a good memory Who 
deals much in this poetical prese. 

F. Wild. Pohl! I'll soon re-establish my c-edit. 
But I must know who this girl is. Hark ve, Papil. 
lion, could not you contrive to pump out of he! 
footman—I see there he stands—the name of his miis— 
tress ? 

Pap, I will try. [ Exit. 

LMilding retires to the back of the steg: 


Enter Sir JaMEes ELLIOT and SERVANT. 
S:r Ja. Music and an entertainment 
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Ser. Les, Sir. 
Sir Ja. Last night, upon the water! 
Ser. Upon th waters last night. / 


Sir Ja. Who x gave it? 
Ser. That, Sir, I can't say. 


To them Wil pINC. 


Vid. Sir James Elliot, your most devoted. 

15 1 FT my dear Wilding ! you are welcome 
to town. 

V. Wild. You will pardon my impatience; I in- 
terrupted you; you seem'd upon an interesting sub- 
zect? 

Sir fa. Oh, an affair of gallantry. 

F. Hd. Of what kind? 

Sir ja. A voung lady regaPd last night by her 
lover on the Thames. 

F. iFld. As how? 

Sir 7a. A band of music in boats. 

5 d. Were they good performers? 


S:r Ja. The best. Then conducted to Marblehall, 


IG she found a magnificent collation. 
Y- Ii/ild. Well order'd ? 
Dk 
to co ids the night, a firework. 
Y. Wild, Was the last well design'd ? 
Str Ja. Superb. 
V. Wild. And happily executed! 
Ser Ja. Not a single iaux pas. 
85 Wild And you don't know who gave it 
Sir Ja, I can't even guess. 
C 3 


Sir Ju. W ith elegance. After supper a ball; and, 
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F. Wild: Ha, ha, ha! 

Ser Ja. Why do vou laugh? 

F. id. Ha, ha, ha! It was me. 

Sir 7a, You! 

Yon, Sir! 

F. Vid. Moi me. 

Pap. So, so, so; he's enter'd again. 

Ser ie. Why, you are fortunate to find a mistress 
in so hort a space of time. 

V. Med. Short! why, man, I have been in Lon- 
don these six weeks. 

Pap. O Lord, O Lord! 

V. HA. It is true, not caring to encounter my 
father, I have raely ventur'd out but at nights. 

Pap. I can hold no longer. Dear Sir 


F. Hild. Peace, puppy. 

Pag. A curb to your poctical vein, 

V. Hd. 1 Shall cuch your impertinence— hut 
Since the story is got abroad, 1 will, my dear friend, 
treat you with all the particulars. 

Str Ja. I shall hear it with pleasure This is a 
lucky adventure: but he must not know he is my 
rival. ſ Aide, 

F. Wild. Why, Sir, between six and seven my 
goddess embarked at Somerset-stairs, in one of the 
'2anies barges, gilt and hung with damask, ex- 


CO 
pressly for the occasion, 

Pay. Niercy on us! 

V. Hild. At the cabin-door she was accosted by 
a beautiful boy, who, in the garb of a Cupid, paid 


. 


her some compliments in verscof my on composing. 
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The conceits were pretty; allusions to Venus and 
the sea the lady and the Thames—no great matter; 
but, however, well tim'd, and, what was better, 
well taken. 

Sir Ja. Doubtless. 

Pap. At what a rate he runs! 

F. Wild. As soon as we had gained the centre of 
the river, two boats, tuli of trumpets, French-horns, 
and other martial music, struck up their sprightly 
strains from the Surry side, which were echoed by a 
suitable number of lutes, flutes, and hautboys, from 
the oppcsite Shore, In this state, the oars keeping 
time, we majestically sail'd along, till the arches of 
the New Bridge gave a pause, and an opportunity 
for an elegant dessert in Dresden China, by Robin- 
son. Here the repast clos'd with a few favourite 

ars from Eliza, 'Tenducci, and the XNIattei. 

Pap. Niercy on us! 

F. Wild. Opposite Lambeth I had prepared a naval 
engagement, in which Boscawen's victory over the 
French was repeated: the action was conducted by 
one of the Commanders cn that expedition, and not 
a single incident omitted. 

Ser Ja. Surely you exaggerate a little. 

Pap. Yes, ves, this battle will enk him. 

F. Wi!44.” True to the letter, upon wy honour. 1 
Shan't trouble you with a repetition of our collation, 
ball, feu d'artifice, with the thousand little incidental 
«musements that chance or design produced: it is 
*rongh to know, that all that could fatter the senses, 
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fire the imagination, or gratify the expectation, was 
there produc'd in a lavish abundance. 

Sir Zo. The sacrifice was, I presume, grateful to 
your deity. 

Y. Hd. Upon that subject you must pardon my 
silence. 

Pap. Modest creature! 

dr. 1 with you joy of your success—For the 
present von will excuse me. 

V. Hild. Nav, but stay and hear the conclusion. 

Sir Ja. For that 1 shall selze another occasion. 

[ Ex2t. 

Pap. Nobly perform'd, Sir. 

Y. Nd. Yes, I think happily hit off. 

Pep. May I take the liberty to offer one question? 

Y. Wild. Freely, 

Pep. Pray, Sir, are you often visited with these 
waking dreams ? 

V. Hd. Dreams! what dost mean by dreams? 

Pap. Those ornamental reveries, those frolics of 
fancy, which, in the judgment of the vulgar, would 
be deem'd absolute flains. 

Y. Wild. Why, Papillion, you have but a poor, 
narrow, circumscribed genius. 

Pap. 1 must own, Sir, I have not sublimity sut- 
ficient to relish the full fire of your Pindaric muse. 

F. Wild. No; a plebeian soul! But Iwill animate 
thy clay: mark my example, follow my steps, and 
in time thou may'st rival thy master. 

Pap. Never, never, Sir; I have not talcnts to 


1 


fight battles without blows, and give fcasts that den 
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cost me a farthing—Besides, Sir, to what purpose 
are all these embeilishinents? Why tell the lady you 
have been in London a year ? 

F. Weld. The better to plead the length, and con- 
sequently the strength, of my passion. 

Pap. But why, Sir, a soldier? 

F. Wild. How little thou know'st of the sex! 
What, I suppose thou would'st have me attack tliem 
in mood and figure, by a pedantic classical quota- 
tion, or a pompous parade of jargon from the schouvis, 
What, avu'st think that women are to be got like de- 
grees? 

Pap. Nay, Sir -— 

F. id. No, no; the scavoir vivre 1s the science 
for them; the man of war is their man: they must 
be taken like towns, by lines cf approach, counter- 
SCarps, angles, trenches, coehorns, and covert-ways; 
then enter sword-in-hand, pell-mell ! Oh, how 
they melt at the Gothic names of General Swapin— 
back, Count Rousomousky, Prince Montecucult, 
and Marshal Fu-tinbury! Men may say Wat they 

ws 
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will of their Ovid, thcir Petrarch, and the 
but l' undertake to do more business by the Angie 
aid of the London Gazette, than by all the sighing, 
dying, crying crotchets, that the whole race of 
hy mers have ever produced. 

Pap. Very well, Sir, this is all very lively; but 
remember the travelling pitcher; if you don't one 
time or other, under favour, he yourself into 
dne Confounded Scrape, I will be content to be 
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F. Wild. Do you think so, Papillion: And when. 
ever that happens, if I don't lie myself out of it 
again, why then I will be content to be crucify'de 
And so, along after the lady L Stops short, going 
out.] Zounds, here comes my father! I must fly. 
Watch him, Papillion, and bring me word to Car- 
digan. [ Exeunt Separately. 


THE END OF TH” FIRST ACT. 


THE LYARs 


ACT II. 


— — — 
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SCENE I.—A Room in a Tavern, 
YouNG WIIDIN c and PAPILLION sig from table. 
Youns Wilding. 


Gad, I had like to have run into the old gentle. 
man's mouth. 

Pap. It is pretty near the same thing; for I saw 
him join Sir James Elliot: so your arrival is no 
longer a secret. 

V. Hild. Why then I must lose my pleasure, and 
you your preferment: 1 must submit to the dull de- 
Cency of a sober family, and you to the customary 
duties of brushing and powdering. But I was $0 
futtcr'd at mceting my father, that 1 forgot the 
fair: Prithee, who is she? 

Pay. There were two. 

F. W:id. That I saw. 

Pap. From her footman I learnt her name was 
Godfrey. ] 

F. Wild. And her fortune ? 

Pap. Immense. 

F. Vid. Single, I hope? 

Pap. Certainly, 

F. Neid. Yhen will J have her. 

Pap. What, whether she will or no 2 

F. Wild. Yes. 


30 THE L VAR. Ad II. 


Pap. How will you manage that? 

F. Wild. By making it impossible for her to marry 
any one else. 

Pap. I don't understand you, Sir. 

Young Wild. Oh, I shall only have recourse to that 
talent you so mightily admire. Vou will see, by the 
calculation of a few anecdotes, how soon I will get 
rid of my rivals. 

Pap. At the expence of the lady's reputation, per- 
haps. 

Y. Wild. That will be as it happens, 

Pap. And have you no qualms, Sir? 

F. Wild. Why, where's the injury? 

Pap. No injury to ruin her fame! 

Y. Wild. I will restore it to her again. 

Pap. How ? 

F. Wild. Turn tinker, and mend it myself. 

Pap. Which way ? 

F. Wild. The old way? solder it by marriage: 
that, you know, is the modern salve for every sore. 


Enter WAITER, 

Wait. An elderly gentleman to inquire tor Mr. 
Wilding. | 

F. Wild. For me! what sort of a being is i:! 

Wait. Being, Sir! 

Y. Wild. Ay; how 1s he dress'd? 

Wait. In a tye-wig and snuff-colour'd coat. 

Pap. Zooks, Sir, it is your father. 

F. Wild. Show him up. [ Exit Hater. 

Pep. And what must 1 da? 
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F. Wild. Recover your broken English, but pre— 
Serve your rank; I have a reason for it. 


Enter OLD WII DI NSS. 


O. Wild. Your servant, Sir: you are welcome to 
town. 

Y. Hild. You have just prevented me, Sir: I was 
preparing to pay my duty to you. 

O. Id. If you thought it a duty, you should, I 
think, have sooner discharged it. 

Y. Wild. Sir! 

O. Wild. Was it quite so decent, Jack, to be six 
weeks in town, and conceal yourself only from me? 

F. Mild. Six weeks! I have scarce been six hours. 

O. Hild. Come, come; I am better inform'd. 

V. id. Indeed, Sir, you are impos'd upon. his 
gentleman (whom first give me leave to have the 
honour of introducsng to you), this, Sir, is the Mar- 
quis de Chatteau Briliant, of an ancient house in 
Brittany; who, travelling through England, chose 
to make Oxford for some time the place of his re- 
sidence, where I had the happiness of his acquaint- 
ance. 

O. Mild. Does he speak English? 

Y. Wild. Not fluently, but understands it per- 
iectly. 

Pap. Pray, Sir—— 

O. Wild. Any services, Sir, that I can render you 
nere, you may readily command. 

Pap. Beaucoup d' honeur. 

F. Wild. This gentleman, I say, Sir, Whose qua- 
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litv and country are sufficient securities for his vera— 
city, will assure you, that yesterday we left Oxford 
together. 

O. Wild, Indeed! 

Pap. C'est vrai. 

O. Hd. This is amazing. I was at the same time 
in form'd of another circumstance too, that, I con- 
tess, made me a little uneasy, as it interfer'd with a 
favourite scheme of my own. 

V. Lid. What could that be, pray, Sir? 

O. Hild. That you had conceiv'd a violent affec- 
tion for à fair lady. 

F. Wild. Sir! 

C. Wild. And had given her very gallant and very 
expensive proots of your passon. 

F. Wild. Me, Sir! 

O. Wild, Particularly last night; music, collations, 
balls, and fire-works. 

Y. Wild. Monsieur le Marquis !—And pray, Sir, 
who could tell you all this? 

O. Wild. An old friend of yours. 

F. Hd. His name, if you please? 

O. Vid. Sir James Elliot. 

Y. Wild. Yes; I thought he was the man. 

O. Wild. Your reason. 

F. Wild. Why, Sir, though Sir James Elliot has 
4 great many good qualities, and is upon the whole 
a valuable man, yet he has one fault which has long 
determined me to drop his acquaintance. 

O. Wild, What may that be? 

V. Hild. Why you can't, Sir, be a stranger to his 
prodigious skill in the traveller's talent? 
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O. Mid. How! 

FV. Hd. Oh, notorious to a proverb. His friends, 
who are tender of his fame, gloss over his foible, by 
calling him an agreeable novelist; and so he is with 
a vengeance. Why, he will tell ye more lies in an 
hour, than all the circulating libraries put together 
will publish in a year, 

O. Mild. Indeed! | 

F. Hd. Oh, he is the modern Mandeville at Ox- 
ford: he was always distinguished by the facetious 
appellation of the Bouncer, 

O. Wild. Amazing! 


V. Wild. Lord, Sir, he is so well understood in 


his own country, that, at the last Herciord assize, a 
cause, as Clear as the sun, was absolutely thrown 
away by his being merely mentioned as a witness. 

O. Wild. A strange turn! 

F. Wild. Unaccountable. But there, 1 think, 
they went a little too far; for if it had to an oath, 
I don't think he would have bounc'd neither; but 
im common occurrences, there is no repeating after 
him. Indeed, my great reason for dropping him 
was, that my credit began to be a little suspected 
too. a 

Pap. Poor gentleman! 

O. Mild. Why, I never heard this of him. 

F. Wild. That may be; but can there be astronger 
proof of his practice than the flam he has been tell- 
ing you of fire-works, and the Lord-knows-what ! 
And I dare swear, Sir, he was very flucut and florid 
in his description. 
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O. Wild. Extremely. 

Y. Wild. Yes, that is just his way; and nct a 
syllable of truth from the beginning to the ending, 
Marquis? 

Pap. Oh, dat is all a fiction, upon mine honour, 

F. Wild. Vou see, Sir, Sir 
| | O. Wild. Clearly. I really can't help pitying the 

poor man. I have heard of people, who, by long 
habit, become a kind of constitutional liars. 


f F. Wild. Your observation is just; that is exact- 
ly his case. 
Pap. I'm sure it is yours. [ Aside. 


O. Wild. Well, Sir, I suppose we shall see you 
this evening. 

F. Wild. The Marquis has an appointment with 
some of his countrymen, which I have promis'd to 
attend: besides, Sir, as he is an entire stranger in 
town, he may want my little services. 

O. Wild, Where can I see you in about an hour ? 
I have a short visit to make, in which you are deep— 
ly concern'd. 

F. Wild. I shall attend your commands; but 
where ? 

O. Wild. Why, here. Marquis, I am your obe- 
dient servant, 

Pap. Votre scrviteur tres humble. 

[ Exit Old Wilding. 

F. Wild. So, Papillion, that difficulty is dis- 
patch'd. I think I am even with Sir James for lus 
tattling. | 

Pap, Most ingeniously manag'd ; but are not 
you afraid of the consequence? 
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Y. Wild. 1 don't comprehend you. 

Pap. A future explanation between the parties, 

F. Wild. That may embarrass: but the Gay is 
distant. I warrant J will bring myself off. 

Pap. It is in vain for me to advise. 

F. Mild. Why, to say truth. 1 do begin to find 
my system attended with danger. Give me your 
hand, Papillion—I will reform. 

Pap. Ah, Sir! 

V. Wild. I positively will. Why, this practice may 
in time destroy my credit. 

Pap. That is pretty well done already, [ As:de, ]J— 
Ay, think of that, Sir, 

V. Wild. Well, if I don't turn out the merest 
duff matter-of-fact fellow—But, Papillion, I must 
scribble a billet to my new flame. I think her 
name is— 

Pap. Godfrey; her father, an India governor 
shut up in the strong room at Calcutta, left her all 
his wealth: she lives near Miss Grantam, by Gros- 
venor- square. 

V. Wild. A governor I—Oh ho!—Bushels of ru- 
pees and pecks of pagodas, I reckon. Well, I long 
to be rummaging. But the old gentleman will soon 
return: I will hasten to finish my letter, But, Pa- 
pillion, what could my father mean by a visit in 


which I am deeply concern'd ? 


Pap. I can't guess. 
F. Wild. I shall know presently. To Miss God+ 
frey, formerly of Calcutta, now residing in Gros— 
D 2 
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venor-square. Papillion, I won't tell her a word of 
à lie. 
Pap. Vou won't Sir? 
F. id. No; it would be ungenerous to deceive 
a lady. No; I willi be open, candid, and sincere. 
Pap. And if you are, it will be the first time. 
ö ? [ Excunt, 


SCENE II. — An Apartment in Miss Grantam's House. 


Enter Miss GRAN TA and Miss GODFREY. 

M. God. And you really like this gallant spark? 

M. Gr. Prodigiously! Oh, I'm quite in love with 
his assurance! 1 wonder who he is: he can't have 
been long in town: A young fellow of his easy im- 
pudence must have soon made his way into the bag: 
ot company. 

M. God. By way of amusement he may prove no 

isagreeable acquaintance z but you can't surely 

have any serious designs upon him: 

M. Gr. Indeed but 1 have. 

M. God. And poor Sir James Elliot is to be dis- 
c2rdecd at once? 

M. Gr. Oh, no! 

M. God. What is your intention in regard to him 

M. Gr. Hey l can't tell you. Perhaps, if ! 
don't like this new man better, I may marry him. 

M. God. "i hou art a strange giddy girl. 

M. Gr. Quite the reverse? a perfect pattern of 
prudence; why, would you have me less careful oi 


my person than my purse ? 
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M. God. My dear? 
M. Gr. Why, I say, child, my fortune being in 
money, I have some in India- bonds, some in the 


bank, some on this loan, some on the other! so that 


if one fund fails, I have a sure resource in the rest. 

M. God. Very true. 

M. Gr. Well, my dear, just so T manage my love- 
affairs: If I should not like this man—it he should 
not like me—if we should quarrel—if, if—or in short, 
if any of the ifs should happen which you know break 
engagements every day, why, by this means I shall 
be never at a loss. 

M. God. Quite provident. Well, and pray on how 
many different securities have you at present plac'd 
out your love? 

M. Gr. Three: The sober Sir James Elliot; the 
new America-man; and this morning I expect a 
formal proposal from an old friend of my father. 

M. God. Mr. Wilding ? 

M. Gr. Yes; but I don't reckon much upon him: 
for you know, my dear, what can I do with an auk- 
ward, raw, college cub! Though upon second 
thoughts, that mayn't be too bad neither; for as I 
must have the fashioning of him, he may be easily 
moulded to one's mind, 


Enter @ SERVANT, 
Ser, Mr. Wilding, Madam, 
M. Gr. Show him in. [ Exit Servant. I Vou need 
not go, my dear; we have no particular business. 


M. God, 1 wonder, now, what she calls particular 
business. D 3 
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Enter Old W1LDING, 

O. Wild. Ladies, your servant. I wait upon you, 
Madam, with a request from my son, that he may be 
permitted ihe Wan Of kissing your hand. 

M. Gr. Your son is in town then? 

O. Wild. He came last night, Ma'am; and though 
but just from che univ ersity, I think I may venture 
to atirm with as littie the air of a pedant as 

M. Gr. I don't, Mr. Wilding, question the accom- 


plishments of your son; and shall own too, that his 


being descended from the old friend of my father 1 
to me the strongest recommendation. 

O. Mild. You honour me, Madam. 

M. Gr. But, Sir, I have something to say 

O. Vid. Pray, Madam, speak out; it is impossi- 
ble to be tco explicit on these important occasions. 

M. Gr. Why then, Sir, to a man of your wisdom 
and experience, I need not observe, that the loss of a 
parent to counsel and direct at this solemn crisis, has 
made a greater degree of personal prudence necessary 
in me. 

O. Wild. Perfectly right, Ma'am. 

M. Gr. We live, Sir, in a very censorious world; 
a Ycung woman can't be too much on her guard; 
nor should 1 choose to admit any man in the quality 
of a lover, if there was not at least a strong probabi- 
lity— 

O. Wild. Of a more intimate connection. I hope, 
Madam, you have heard nothing to the disadvantage 
of my son. 
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M. Gr. Not a syllable: but you know, Sir, there 
are such things in nature as unaccountable aniypas. 
thies, uvers10ns, that we take at first sight. I should 
be glad there could be no danger of that. 

O. Hd. I understand you, Madam: you shall 
have all the satisfaction imagionable: Jack is to meet 
me immediately; 1 will conduct him under your 
window ; and if his figure has the misfortune to dis- 
please, I will take care his addresses shall never of. 
fend you. Your most obedient servant. [ Exit. 

M. Gr. Now, there is a polite, sensible, old father 
for you. 

M. God. Yes; and a very discreet, prudent daughe 
ter he is likely to have. Oh, you are a great hy pos 
crite Kitty, 


Enter a SERVANT. 


Ser. A letter for you Madam. | To Miss Godfrey. ] 
Sir James Elliot to wait on your ladyslup. | To Ms 
Grantam.] | 

M. Gr. Lord, I hope he won't stay long here. He 
comes, and scems entirely wrapt up in the dismals: 
What can be the matter now 


Enter Sir aus ELLIOT, 
Sir Ja. In passing by your door, I took the liberty, 
Ma'um, of enquiring after your health. 
M. Gr. Very obliging. I hope, Sir, you received 2 
favourable ac count. 


Sir Ja. I did not Know but you might have caught 
cold last night. 
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M. Gr. Cold! why, Sir, 1 hope didn't sleep with 


my bed-chamber window open, I 
Str Ja. Ma am c 
M. Gr. Sir! 

Sir Fa. No, Ma'am; but it was rather hazardous t 
to stay so late upon the water. 
M. Gr. Upon the water ! S] 


Sir Ja. Not but the variety of amusements, it 
must be own'd, were a sufiicient temptation. 


M. Gr. What can he be driving at now? 10 
Sir Ja. And pray, Madam, what think you or 8 


Young Wilding ? is not he a gay, agreeable, spright- 


Iy— 


M. Gr. I never give my opinion of people I don't Sc 

know. 
Str Ja. You don't know him! | 
M. Gr. No. Ha 
Sir Ja. And his father I did not meet at your F 
door! | 
M. Gr. Most likely you did. lib 
Sir Ja. I am glad you own that, however: But p 
| for the son, you never | inf 
q AI. Gr. Set eyes upon him. 8 
4 Sir Ja. Rcally? pu 
4 M. Gr Really. | lan! 
b Sir Ja. Finely supported. Now, Madam, do you 1 
1 know that one of us is just going to make a very ri- S 
4 diculous figure? | A 
5 M. Gr. Sir, I never had the least doubt of your ta- 5 
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Ser Ja. Mam, you do me honour: but it does 
not happen to fall to my lot upon this occasion, how- 
ever. 

M. Gr. And that is a wonder !—what, then I am 
to be the fool of the comedy, I s1ppose ? 

Sir ja. Admirably rally'd ! But I shall dash the 
Spirit of that triumphant laugh. 

M. Gr. I dare the attack. Come on, Sir. 

Str Ja. Know then, and blush, if you are not al 
lost to shame as dead to decency, that I am no stran- 
ger to last night's transactions, 

M. Gr. Indeed ! 

Str Ja. From your first entering the barge at 
Somersct-house, to your last landing at Whitehall. 

M. Gr. Surprising! 

Sir Ja. Cupids, collations, feasts, fire-works, all 
have reach'd me. 

M. Gr. Why, ven deal in magic. 

Sir Ja. My mw ence is as natural as it is infal- 
lible. 

M. Gr. May 1 be indulg'd with the name of your 


2 


informer? 

S fa. Freely, Madam. Only the very individual 
spark to u hose ioliy you were indebted tor this gal- 
lant profusion. 

M. Gr. But his name? 

Sir Ja. Young Wilding. 

M. Gr. You had this story from him ? 

Sir Ja. I had. 

M. Gr. From Wilding !—That is amazing. 

Sir Ja. Oh ho! what, you are contounded at last, 
and no evasion, no Subtertuge, no— 
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M. Gr. Look ye, Sir James ; what you can mean 
by this strange story, and very extraordinary beha- 
viour, it is impossible for me to conceive; but if it 
is meant as an artifice to palliate your infidelity to 
me, less pains would have answer'd your purpose. 

Sir Ja. Oh, Madam, I know you are provided. 

M. Gr. Matchless insolence! As you can't expect 
that I should be prodigiously pleas'd with the sub- 
ject ot this visit, you won't be surpris'd at my wish- 
ing it as short as possible. 

Sir Ja. I don't wonder you feel pain at my pre- 
sence; but you may rest secure you will have no in— 
terruption for me; and I really think it would be a 
pity to part two people so exactly formed for each 
other. Your Ladyship's servant. [Gomg].—But, 
Madam, though your sex secures you from any far. 
ther resentment, yet the present object of your fa- 
vour may have something to fear. Exit. 

M. Gy. Very well. Now, my dear, I hope you 
will acknowledge the prudence of my plan. To what 
a pretty condition I must have been reduc'd, if my 
hopes had rested upon one lover alone! 

M. Cod. But are you sure that your method to 
multiply may not be the means to reduce the num— 
ber of your slaves? 

M. Gr. Impossible Why, can't you discern that 
this flam of Sir James Elliot's is a mere tetch to ta- 
vour his retreat! 

M. God, And you never saw Wilding ? 
M. Gr. Never. | 
M. God. There is some mystery in this. I hase, 
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too, here in my hand, another mortification that you 
must endure. 


M. Gr. Of what kind? + 

M. God. A little allied to the last : it is from the 
military spark you met this morning. 

M. Gr. What are the contents ? 

M. God. Only a formal declaration of love. 

M. Gr. Why, you did not see him. 

M. God. But it seems he did me. 

M. Gr. Might I peruse it —“ Battles—no wounds 
$0 fatal—cannon-balls—Cupid—spring a mine—cru- 
elty—dic on a counterscarp—eyes—artillery—death 
—the stranger.“ It is address'd to you. 

M. God. I told you so. 

M. Gr. You will pardon me, my dear; but 
really can't compliment you upon the supposition of 
a conquest at my expence. 

M. God. That would be enough to make me vain ? 
But why do you think it was so impossible? 

M. Gr. And do you positively want a reason ? 

M. God. Positively. 

M. Gr. Why, then, I shall refer you for an an- 
«wer to a faithtul counsellor and most accomplish'd 
critic. | 

M. God. Who may that be? 

M. Gr. The mirror upon your tollette. 

M. God. Perhaps you may difter in judgment. 

M. Gr. Why, can glasses flatter ? 

M. God. I can't say I think that necessary. 

M. Gr. Saucy enough !—But come, child, don't 
let us quarrel upon so whimsical an occasion; time 
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will explain the whole. You will favour me with 
your opinion of Young Wilding at my window. 

M. God. I attend you. 

M. Gr. You will forgive me, my dear, the little 
hint J dropt; it was meant merely to serve you ; 
for indeed, child, there 1s no quality so insufterable 
in a young woman as selt-conceit and vanity. 

M. God. You are most prodigiously obliging. 

M. Gr. I'Il follow vou, M:ss. [ Exit Miss Godfrey.) 
Pert thing !—She grows immoderately ugly. 1 al- 
wavs thought her aukward, but she 1s now an ab. 
solute fright. 

M. God. (within), Miss, Miss Grantam, your 
hcro's at hand. 

M. Gr. I come. 

M. God. As l live, the very individual stranger! 

M. Gr. No sure!—Oh Lord, let me have a peep. 

M. God. It is he, it is he, it is he! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III.— Tie Street. 


Enter Olo WIL DIN, Youxs6 WILDIxXG, ard 
PAPILLION. | 


O. Wild. There, Marquis, you must pardon me; 
for though Paris be more compact, yet surely Lon- 
don covers a much greater quantity—Oh, Jack, 
look at that corner house; how d'ye llke it? 

F. Wild. Very well; but I don't see any thing ex- 
traordinary. 

O. Wild. 1 wish, though, you were the master 
what it contains. 
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. Wild. What may that be, Sir? 

O. Wild. The mistress, you rogue you: a fine girl, 
and an immense fortune; av, and a prudent sensible 
wench into the bargain. 

O. Wild, I don't see that; You are, lad, the last 
of our race, and I should be glad to sce some proby- 


F. id. Time enough vet, Sir. 


bility of its continuance. 
F. id. Suppose, Sir, you were to repeat your 
endeavours; vou have cordiall miy consent. 

O. iriid, No; rather too ew 1 in life for that ex- 
periment. 

F. Hild. Why, Sir, would you recommend a con- 
dition to me, that you disapprove of yourself? 

C. Wild. Why, 57 808 I have done my duty to 
the public and my family, by producing you. Now, 
Sir, it is incumbent on you to discharge your debt. 

V. Hild. In the college cant, I shall beg leave to 
tick a little longer. 

0. Wild. Why, BN to be serious, son, this is the 
very business I wanted to talk with vou about. In a 
word, I wish you mariled ; and by providing the 
iady of that mansion for the purpose, I have proved 
myself both a father and a friend. 

V. Wd. Far be it from me to question your care; 
yet some preparation for so important a change 

O. Wild. Oh, I will allow you a week. 

V. Wild. A little more knowledge of the world. 

O. Wild. That you may study at leisure. 

F. Wild. Now all Europe is in arms, my design 
was to serve my country abroad. 
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O. Wild. You will be full as useful to it by re- 
eruiting her subjects at home. 


. Nd. You are then resvolv'd? 
O. Wild. Fix'd. 


Y. Wild. Positively. ; 

O. Wild. Peremptorily. : 

Y. Wild. No prayers— I, 

O. Wild. Can move me. 

F. Wild. How the deuce shall I get ont of this 4 
toil? [ Aszde. J—But suppose, Sir, there should be 0 
an unsurmountable objection ? 10 

O. Hd. Oh, leave the reconciling that to me; I 
am an excellent casuist. 1 

Y. Hild. But I Say, Sir, if it should be impossible | 
to obey your commands ? NY 

O. Mid. Impossible lil don't understand you. 

F. Wild. Oh, Sir !—But on my knces first let me 5 
crave your pardon. yo! 

0. Wild. Pardon! for what? W; 

Y. Wild. I fear I have lost all title to your futue \ 


favour. } 
O. Wild, Which way? P 
F. Wild. J have done a deed—— 


Ny 

O. Wild. Let's hear it. 3 

Y. Wild. At Abington, in the county of Berks, 7 
O. Wild. Well? 

# 0 

F. Wild. 1 am Wha 

0. Wild. What? 5 

Y. Wild. Already married. 


OC. Wild. Married! 
Pap. Married! 


OF 
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V. Wi/ad. Marriel, 

O. Hd And without my consent! 

V. Hd. CompelPd; fatally forc'd. Oh, Sir, did 
you but know all the circumstances of my sad, sad 
Story, your rage would soon convert itself to pity. 

O. Hd. What an unlucky event !—But rise, and 
let me hear it all. 

F. Hd. The shame and conſusion I now feel ren- 
ders that task at present impossible; I must there- 
fore rely for the relation on the good offices of this 
faithful friend. 

Pap. Me, Sir! I never heard one word of the 
matter. | 

O. Hd. Come, Marquis, favour me with the par- 
ticulars. 

Pap. Upon my vard, Sire, dis affair has so shock 
me, dat I am almost as incapable to tell de tale as 
your son. LTO Young Wild:ng. I—Dry-a your tears. 
What can I say, Sir? 

Ye . Any thing.—Oh !—{Sezems to weep. } 

Pap. You ses, Sire. 

C. Hd. Your kind concern at the misfo rtues of 
my fannly calls for the most grateful acknowiedg- 
ment. 

Pap. Dis is great misfortunes, sans doute. 

C. d. But it you, a stranger, are thus affected, 
what must a father teel ? 


Pap. Oh, beaucoup ; a great deal more. 

O. ud, But since the evil is without a remedy, 
let us Know the worst at once. Well, Sir, at Abing- 
ton? 


K 2 
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Paß. \ S; at Abinntion. 
ag 3 . 1 10 a £ 
O. Wild. In the county of Berks! 


. " 1 5 
in the County Oi Berks. 


: 9 5 | 14 * }, © v - 1} 4 I, C ' - 
} 1 & 4 4 Jack! Are ai: ind ne, v: ien 
Though I dread to asl, yer it must be known; who 
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. id. Any body. 

- de girl, 1 can't say upon ny. ard. 
O. Mid. Ker condition! 
Pap, Pas grande condition; dat is to be sure 


But dere is no Le:p—[ A5:ce to Young It 
! — 3 


9: Wild: Or perhaps some common creature. 
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F. Wild. And though her fortune m 
arm wishes of a fond father, ves 
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O. Wild. Her name * 


may not be cause 
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V. %d. Miss Lydia Sybthorp. 

O. Md. sybthorpI never heard of the name.— 
But proceed. 

F. %., The latter end of last long vacation, I 
went with Sir James Elliot to pass a few days at a 
new purchase of his near Abington. There, at an 
assembly, it was my chance to niet and dance with 
this lady. 

O. Huld. Is She handsome? 

Y.IWFi/d. Oh, Sir, more beautiful——- 

O. Nied. Nay, no raptur's; but goon. 

. id. But to her beauty she adds politeness, af. 
favility, and diseretion; unless she torteited that 
Character by fixing her attection on me. 

O. Wild, Modes ly obsery'd. 

V. Hd. 1 was deterr'd from a public declaration 
of my passion, dreading the scantiness of her fortune 
would prove an objection to you. Some private in- 
terviews she permitted, 

C. Wild. Was that so decent ?—But love and pru- 
dence, madness and reason. 

F. Wd. One fatal evening, the twentieth of Sep- 
tember, it I mistake not, we were in a retir'd room 
innocently exchanging mutual vows, when her fa- 
ther, whom we expected to sup abroad, came $ud - 
denly upon us. I had just time to conceal myselt in 
a closet. 

O. Wild. What, unobserv'd by him? 

V. IWid. Entirely. But as my ill stars would have 
it, a cat, of whom my wite is vastly fond, had a few 
days before lodged a litter of kittens in the. Same 
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place; I uvhappily trod upon one of the broad ; 
which so provoked the implacible mother, that she 
flew at me with the fury of a tiger. 

O. Mid. 1 have observ'd those creatures very 
fierce in defence of their young. 

Pep. I shall hate a cat as lon! 

F. Hild. The noisc rous'd the old centlenian's at. 
tention: he opened the door, and there discovered 
Four son. | 

Pap. Uniucky. 

F. Mid. I rush'd to the door; but fatally my foo! 
slipt at the top of the stairs, and down I came tun. 
bling to the bottom; the pistol in my hand went of 
by accident; this alarmed her three brothers in the 
parlour, who, v:th all their servauts, rush'd with 
united force upon me. 

O. Wild. And so surpriz d vou! 

F. Td. No. £ Sir; With wy sword I for some time 
made a gallant defence, and should have inevitabl. 
escap'd, but a raw bon'd, over-2rown Clums Coos 
wench, struck at my sword with a kitchen-poker, 
broke it in two, and compell'd me to surrender 
discretion; the consequence of wilitit is obvious 
enough. a 

O. Wild. Natural. The lady's reputation, vonn 
condition, her beauty, vour ig all combin'd 
make marriage an unavoidable measure. 

V. Wild. May I hope, then, you rather think ine 
unfortunate Foy culpabie ? 

O. Wild, Why, your situation is a Sufficient exc:150 
21] 1 blame you for is, your keeping it a secret tru: 
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me. With Miss Grantam I shall make an aukward 
ure; but the best apology is the truth: I'll hasten 
and explain it to her all—Oh, Jack, Jack, this is 
a mortiiving business. | 
. Hild. Most raciancholy. [Exit Ola Nilding. 

Pap. 1 am amaz'd, Sir, that you have so carefully 
conceaPd this transaction from me. 

V. Wild. Heyday! what, do you believe it too? 

Pp. Believe it! why, is not the story of the mar- 
riage true ? 

V. Wild. Not a syllable. 

Pop. And the cat, and the pistol, and the poker? 

F. Hd. All invention. And were you really 
taken in; 

Pop. Lord, Sir, how was it possible to avoid it? — 
rey on us! what a collection of circumstances 
ve you crowaed together! 


* 
, 
z 


r. Wild. Genius; the mere effects of genius, Pa- 
P1102, But to deceive you, who so thoroughly know. 

Pp. But to prevent that for the future, could you 
nat just zive your humble servant a hint when you 
are bent upon bouncing. Bed, Sir, ii YOu recui- 

t your hx d resolution to relorm— 
F. Tia. Ay, as to matter of fancy, the mere sport 
and frolic of invention: but in case of necessity 
ni, NIIss Godfrey was at stake, and I was forc'd to 
use all my finesse. 


Enter a SERVANT, 
Scr. Two letters, Sir. L Exit, 


8 
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Pap. There are two things, in my conscience my 
master will never want; a prompt lie, and a ready 
excuse for telling ot it. 

Y. Feld. Hum! business begins to thicken upon 
us; A challenge from Sir James Elliot, and a ren- 
dezvous from the pretty Miss Godfrey. They shall 
both be observ'd, but in their order; therefore the 
lady first. Let me see—l have not been twenty hours 


in town, and I have already got a challenge, a mis- 
tress, and a wife; now it 1 can get engaged in a 


chancery-suit, I shall have my hands pretty fuil of 
employment. Come, Papillion, we have no time © 
be idle. [ Exewite 


THE END OF THE SECOND ACT, 
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CEN my word, Miss Grintam, tiv's is but 
an idle piece of curiosity: you knyuw the man is 
already dispos d of, and thereiore— 

M. Gr. That is true, my dear; but there is in 
this affair some mystery, that I must and will have 
explain'd. 

M. God. Come, come, 1 know the grievance.— 
You can't brook that this spark, though even a 
marled man, should throw eff his allegiance to 
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1 Gr. And SO vou tanke the tact for granted? 
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the kind you have ever received. 


«Af; Cod. Nay, muy dear, Why should 50 
piqu'd lat me: rhe fault is none of mine; 1 
pe handkerchict; 1 threw out no lure; the bird 
ears willingl, to hand, you Know. 
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Madam, to do you justice, you have ſull as fine 
« pretens!0ns to one as the other. 

M. God. I fancy, Madam, the world will not 

* torm their judgment of either from the report of 
a disappointed rival. 
M. Gr. Rival! admirably rally'd—But let me 
© tell you, Madam, this sort of behaviour, Madam, 
* at your own house, whatever may be your beauty, 
£ 25 no creat proof ot your breeding, Madam. 

M. God. As to that, Mw'am, 1 hope 1 shall al- 
© ways show a proper resentment to any insult that 
£ 1s offer'd me, let it be in whose house it will. The 
assignation, Ma'am, both time and place, was of 
your own contriving. 

6 M. Gr. Mionty well, Ma'am! 

M. Gor, But if, dreading a mortification, you 
think proper to alter your plan, your chair, I be- 
E Jjeve, is in waiting. 

M. Gr. It is, Madam! then let it wait— Oh, 
© what, that was Your scheme! but it won't take, 
Miss: the contrivance is a little too shallow. 

M. God. 1 don't understand vou. 

M. Gr. Cunning creature ! So all this insolence 
was concerted, it seeins; a plot to drive me out 
© of the house, that you might have the tellow all 
© to yourself: but 1 have a regard for your charac - 
ter, though you neglect it. Fie, Miss, a passion 
for à married man! I really blush for you. 

M. God. And 1 most sincereiv pity yon. But 
curb your choler alittle ; the inquiry you are avout 
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to make requires rather a cooler disposition of 
inind ; and by this time the hero is at hand. 

A. Gr. Mighty well; 1 am prepar'd. But, Miss 
Godfrey, it you really wish to be acquitted of all 
artificial under hand dealings in this affair, sutter 
me in your name to manage the interview. 

M. God. Most willingly : but he will recollect 
your voice. 

« M. Gr. Oh, that is easily alter'd, LExter a maid, 
who whispers Miss Grantam, and. exit. J—it is he; 
but hide yourself, Nliss, if you plcase. 

M. God. Your hood a little forwarder, NIiss; 
you may be known, and then we $hail have the 
language of politeness inflam'd to procts of a vie 


© Ient passion. 
| M. Gr. You are prodigiously cautious. 
SCENE II.—The street. 
© Frier YOUNG WILDING. 
, 
: © Y. Wild. This rendezvous is something in the 


Spanish taste, imported, I suppose, with the gu- 


tar. At present, I presume the custom is confin'd 
0 « to the great: but it will descend ; and in a couple 
t * of months 1 shall not be surpriz'd to hear an at- 
1 * torney's hackney clerk rousing at midnight a mil- 
- « liner's prentice, with an A/ly, Ally Croker. But that, 
i1 if I mistake not, is the temple; and see my gods 

dess herself. Miss Godfrey! 
it [ Mrss Grantam appears at the balcony. 
it M. Gr. Hush! 


F. Wild. Am I right, Miss! 
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M. Gr. Softly. You receiv'd my letter I see, 
Sir. 

F. Vild. And flew to the appointment witl: 
more 

M. Gr. No raptures, I beg. But you must not 
suppose this meeting meant to encourage your 
6 hopes. 

F. Mild. How, Madam 

* i. Gr. Oh, by no means, Sir, for though 1 
on your figure is pleasing, and your Conversa- 
tion 
M. God. Hold, Miss; when did I ever converse 
& with him? [ from within, 

M. Gr. Why, did not you see him in the park ? 

M. God, True, Madam; but the conversation 
was with you. 

M. Er. Bless me! you are very difficult. I say, 
Sir, though your person may be unexceptionable, 
© yet your character 

F. Wild. My character! 

M. Gr. Come, come, vou are better known 
© than you imagine. 

F. Wild. I hope not. 

© M. Gr. Your name is Wilding. 

e F. Wild. How the deuce came she by that !— 
« True, Madam. 

M. Gr. Pray, have you never heard of a Mis 
« Grantam ? 

F. Wild. Frequently. 

MM. Gr. You have, And had you never any fa- 
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vourable thoughts of that lady: Now mind, 
Miss. 
c FV. W:ld. If you mean as a lovor, never. The 
lady did me the honour to have a small de- 
sign upon me. 

© M. God. I hear every word, XIIiss 
M. Gr. But you need not Ican so heavy upon me; 
he speaks loud enough to be heard—T have been 
told, Sir, that 
« Y. Wild. Yes, Ma'am, and very likely by th 
lady herself. 

M. Gr. Sir! 
e F. Wild. Oh, Madam, I have another obliga- 
tion in my pocket to Miss Grantain, which must 
be discharg'd in the morning. 
M. Gr. Of what kind? 
F. Wild. Why, the lady, finding an old hum- 


ble servant of hers a littie lethargic, has thought 


ht to administer me in a jealous draught, in order 


to quicken his passion. 
A. Gr. Sir, let me tell vou 
M. God. Have a care, you will betray yourself. 
F. Nd. Oh, the whole story will afford you in- 
finite diversion; such a farrago of fights and 
feasts. But, upon my honour, the girl has a fer- 
tile invention. 
M. God. So! what, that story was yours; was 
it. 
© Y. Wild. Pray, Madam, don't 1 hear another 
voice? 
M. Cr. A distant relation of mine. 
b 
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svyllable false. — But, Sir, we have another charge 
against you, Do you know any thing of a lady 
© at Abington ? 

V. Wild. Miss Grantam again. Yes, Madam, I 
* have some knowledge of that lady. 

M. Gr. You have? Well, Sir, and that being the 
case, how could you have the assurance | 

F. Wild. A moment's patience, Ma'am. That 
© lady, that BerksJure lady, will, I can assure you, 
prove ro bar to my hopes. 

4 M. Gr. How, Sir; no bar? 

© Y. Mid. Not in the least, Ma'am ; for that lady 
c exists in idea only. 

M. Gr. No such person! 

« Y. Wild. A mere creature of the imagination. 

M. Gr. Indeed. 

F. Wild. The attacks of Miss Grantam were $0 
powerfully enforc'd too by paternal authority, that 
© had no method of avoiding the blow, but by the 
4 Sheltering myself under the conjugal shield. 

M. Gr. You are not marry'd then ?—But what 
© credit can I give to the professions of a man, who 


in an article of such importance, and to a person of 


6 such respect 

Y. Mild. Nay, Madam, surely Miss Godfrey 
© Should not accuse me of a crime her own charns 
have occasion'd. Could any other motive, but the 
« fearof losing her, prevail on me to trifle with a fa- 
ther, or compel me to infringe those laws which | 
© have hitherto so inviolably observ'd ? 

M. Gr. What laws, Sir? 
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V. Wild. The sacred laws of truth, Ma'ain. 

M. Gr. There, indeed, you did yourself an infinite 
violence. But when the whole of the affair is dis- 
cover'd, will it be so easy to get rid of Miss Gran- 
tam? The violence of her passion, and the old 
gentleman's obstinacy 


4 


F. Wild. Are nothing to a mind resolv'd. 
M. Gr. Poor Miss Grantam! 
Y. Wild. Do you know her, Madam? 
M. Gr. 1 have heard of her: but you, Sir, 1 
„ppose, have been long on an intimate tooting ? 
F. Wild. Bred up together from children. 
M. Gr. Brave!—lIs she handsome? 
© Y. Wild. Her paint comes from Paris, and het 
femme de chambre is an excellent artist. 
M. Gr, Very well ! Her shape? 
© Y. Iild. Pray, Madam, is not C urzon esteem- 
ed the best stay-maker for people inclin'd to be 
crooked ? 
4M. Gr. But as to the qualities of her mind; for 
instance, her understanding ? 
F. Wild. Uncultivated. 
M. Gr. Her wit? 
V. Wild. Borrowed. 
6 M. Gr. Her taste? 
F. Wild. Trifling. 


* 
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M. Gr. And her temper ? 

F. Mild. Intolerable. 

M. Gr A ſinish'd picture. But come, these are 
not your real thoughts . this is a sacritice you think 


due to the vanity of our sex. 
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F. Wild. My honest sentiments: and, to con- 
vince you hov. ee different J am to that 
lady, I would, upon my ve: errut as soon take a 
wife from the Grand ignior's seraglio. Now, 
Madam, I hope you are satisſy'd. 

M. Gr. And you would not scruple to acknow- 
ledge this 2 the lady's iace ? 
© F. Filg, The first opportunity. 
M. Gr. That ! will -ake care to provide you. 
8 4 you meet me at her house? 

F. Wild. When? 
6 M. Gr. In haif an hour. 
© F. W:!4 But won't a declaration of this sort ap- 
pear odd ata 

M. Er. Come, no evasion; your conduct and 
character seem to me a little equivocal, and Inuust 
insist on this proof at least o 
© V. Wild. You shall have it. 

M. Gr. In half an hour? 
F. Wild. This instant. 
M. Gr. Be punctual. 
F. Mild. Or may I forfeit your favour. 

. Gr. Very well; till then, Sir, adieu. Now 
I think I have my spark in the toil; and if the ſel- 
low has any feeling, if I don't make him smart tor 
every article Come, my dear, I shall stand in 
need of your aid. [. Ex, 
F. Hild. So Lam now, I think, arrived at a cri- 
tical period. If I can but weather this point 


But WA should I doubt it? it is in the day of dis- 
tress only that a great man displays his abilities. Eut 
| hall want Papillion! where can the puppy be 
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© Enter PariLLlox. | 
a F. 7d. So, Sir, where have you been rambling? 
7 * Pap. I did not suppose you would want — 
„% F. Mid. Want! vou are always out of the | 
i © way. Here have I been forc'd to tell forty hes ' 
upon my own credit, and not a single soul to vouch | 
© for the truth of them. 
. © Pap. Lord, Sir, you know— 
V. Wild, Don't plague me with your apologies ; 


© but it is lucky for yon that I want your assistance. 
Come with me to Miss Grantam's. 

Paß. On what occasion? 

F. Hild, An important one: but I'll prepare 
id © vou as We walk, 

Pap. Sir, 1 am really—l1 could wish you would 
be so good as to 

. Wild, What, desert your friend in the heat of 
* battle! Oh, you peltroon! 

Pap. Sir, I would do any thing, but you know 
© I have not talents. | 

« Y, Wild. 1 do; and for my own sake shall not 
o © task them too high. 

Pap. Now I suppose the hour is come when we 
shall pay for all. 
| iN F. Wild. Why, what a dastardly, hen-hearted— 
© But come, Papillion, this shall be your last cam- 
* paign. Don't droop, man; confide in your leader, 
3 © and remember, Sub auspice Teucro nil desprrandum. 
dis- [ Excunt, 
F 3 
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SCENE III. — An apartment in Miss Grontam®s house. 


Enter a SERVANT, condu{tng in OLD WILDING. 

Serv. My lady, Sir, will be at home immediately, 
Sir James Elliot is in the next room waiting her re- 
turn. 

O. Wiiid. Pray, honest friend, will you tell Sir 
James that 1 beg the favour of a word with him. 
[Exit Serv. ] This unthinking boy! Half the pur- 
pose of my life has been to plan this scheme for his 
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Enter Sir Aus ELLIOT. 
Sir, Lask your pardon; but upon so interesting A 
bjec, I know vcu will excnse my intrusion. Pray, 
Sir, of-what credit is the family of the Sybthorps in 
Berkshire: 

Sr ja. Sirl * 

O. Wild. 1 don't mean as to property; that 1 am 
not so solicitous about; but as to their Character : 
Do they live in reputation? Are they respecied in 
the neiohbout houd? 


— 
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Sir 3 d. The family of the 

O. 17104. Of the © Sk 5 

Sir Ja. Really 1 don't know, Sir. 

O. Wild. Not know ! 

Sir Ja. No; it is the very first time I ever herd 
of the name. 

O. Wild. How steadily he denies it! Well donc, Ea 


- 
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ronet! 1 find Jack's account was a just one. LAside. J 
Pray, Sir James, recollect yourself. 

Sir Ja. It will be to no purpose. 

0. Wild. Come, Sir, your motive for this affected 
ig norance is a generous, but unnecessary proof of 
your friendship for my son: but 1 know the whole 
affair. 

Sir Ja. What affair ? 

O. Wild, Jack's marriage. 

Sir Ja. What Jack ? 

O. Wild. Niv son Jack. 

Sir Ja. Is lie marry'd? 

O. Wild, Is he marry'd! why, you know hes. 

Sir Ja. Not I, upon my honour. 


O. Wild. Nav, that is going a little too far: but 
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Marriage; in Short, every particular. 
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Fr fd. And this account you had from your son? 


J. Wild. From Jack; not two hours ago. 
Sir Ja. I wish vou joy, Sir. 


0. Wild, Not much of that, I believe. 


"I -- - * — * * 1 5 10 08 Ph "> * . » 
Sir Ja. Why, Sir, dogs the niarriage displease 
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Vir Ja: Then! fancy vou may make yourself easy. 
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Sir Ja. You have got, Sir, the most prudent 
daughter-in-law in the Eritish dotainions. 

0. Nd. Lam happy to hear it. 

Sir Ja. For though she mayn't have I: Trought you 


'Y 


much, I'm sure she'I not cost vou a farthing. 
O. Nd. Av; exactly Jack's account. 
Sir Ja. She'll be easily jointur'd. 


O. Hd. Justice shall be done her. 


" ay 4 
Sir Ja. No provision necessary for younger chil- 


dren, 

O. Wild. No, Sir! why not —l can tell you, if 
she answers your account, not the daughter of a 
duke 

Sir Ja. Ha, ha, ha, ha! 

O. Nild. You are merry, Sir. 

Sir Ja. What an unaccountable fellow! 

O. Wild. Sir! 

Ser Ja. I beg your pardon, Sir. But with regard 
to this marriage 

O. Wild. Well, Sir! 

Sir Ja. I take the whole history to be neither 
more nor less than an absolute fable. 

O. Wild. How, Sir? 

Ser fa. Even so. 

O. Mild. Why, Sir, do you think my son would 
dare to impose upon me ? 

Sir Ja. Sir, he would dare to impose upon any 
body. Don't I know him? 

O. Wild. What do you know? 

Sir fa. I know, Sir, that his narratives gain him 
More applause than credit; and that, whether from 
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constitution or habit, there is no beheving a syliable 
he says. | 

C. Niid. Oh, mighty well, Sir !---— He wants to 
turn the tables upon jack. But it won't do; you are 
forestal!'d; your novels won't pass upon me. 

Str Ja. Sir! 

O. Mild. Nor is the character of my son to be 
blasted with the breath of 4 beuncer 

Ser Ja. What is this? 

O. Wild. Nos no, Mr. Mandeville, it won't do; 
you are as well known here as in Your own County 
of Hereford. 

Sir Ja. Mr. Wilding, but that tam sure this ex- 
tra agant behaviour ov es its ris to some impudent 
1:P0S:tons of your son, your age would scarce prove 
your ein: 

O. Id. Nor, Sir, but that I know my boy equal 
to the defence of his oon honour, should he want a 
protector in this arm, wither'd and impotent as you 
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Szr Ja. No more at present, Sir: 1 have another 
demand upon your son; well settle the whole to- 


J 
oether. 


O. Mild. Jam sure he will do y Cu. [USHLCE. 


M. Gr. Bow, Sir James Elliot! I flatter'd wyselt 


that vou had finish'd your visits here, Sir. Must I 
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be the cternal objcet ci veur outrave ? not only in- 
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sulted in my own person, but in that of my friends! 
Pray, Sir, what right 

O. Wild. Madam, I ask your pardon; a disagree- 
able occasion brought me here: I come, Madam, 
to renounce all hopes of being nearer ally'd to you, 
my son unfortunately being married already. 

M. Gr. Married! 

Sir Ja. Yes, Madam, to a lady in the clouds: 
and becauze I have reſas'd to acknowledge her fa- 
mily, this old gentleman has bchav'd in a manner 
very inconsistent with his usual politeness. 

O. Wild. Sir, 1 thought this aifair was to be re- 
serv'd for another occasion; but you, it seems 

M. Gr. Oh, is that the business! — Why, I begin 
to be afraid that we are here a little in the wrong, 
Mr. Wilding. ; 

O. Wild, Madam! 

M. Gr. Your son has just confirm'd Sir James El- 
liot's opinion, at a conference under Miss Godfrey's 
Vindow. 

O. Hild. Is it posstþle ? 

J. CU. Most true; and assign'd two most whimst- 
cal motives tor the unaccountable tale, 

O. Mild. What can they be? 

M. Gr. An aversion for me, whom he has seen but 
once; and an affection for Miss Godfrey, whom J 
am almost sure he never saw in his life. 

O. Wild. You omaze me. 

M. Gr. Indeed, Mr. V/ilding, your son is a most 
extraordinary youth; he has finely perplex'd us all. 
I think, Sir James, you have a small obligation to 
him. 
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Sir Ja. Which I $hall take care to acknowledge 
the first opportunity. i 

O. Mild. You have my consent. An abandon'd 
profligate! Was his father a proper subject fur his 
But I discard him. 


M. Gr. Nay, now, gentlemen, you are rather too 
warm: I can't think Mr. Wilding bad-hearted at 
the bottom. This is a levity. 

O. Wild. How, Madam, a levity! 

M. Gr. Take my word for it, no more; inflam'd 
into habit by the approbation of his juvenile friends. 
Will you submit his punishment to me? I think 
I have the means in my hands, both to satisfy your 
resentments, and accomplish his cure into the bar- 
gain. 

Sir Ja. I have no quarrel to him, but ſor the ill 
offices he has done me with you. 

M. Gr. D'ye hear, Mr. Wilding? I am afraid my 
opinion with Sir James must cement the general 
peace. 

O. Wild. Madam, I submit to any 


Zuter a SERVANT. 


Ser. Mr. Wilding to wait upon you, Madam. 
Exit. 
M. Gr. He is punctual, I find. Come, good folks, 
you all act under my direction. You, Sir, will get 
from your son, by what means you think fit, the 
real truth of the Abington business. You must like- 
wise Seemingly Consent to his marriage with Miss 
Godfrey, whom I shrewdly suspect he has, by some 
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odd accident, mistaken for me; the lady herself 
shall appear at your call. Come, Sir] ames, you wil 
withdraw. I intend to produce another performer, 
vho will want a little instruction. Kitty? 


Enter KITTY: 


„ 4s 


Let ae how Mr. Wi! 
come to my dress; ng-room; 1 have a ; scene to 
The girl is 


give You in study. [Exit Ritty.] 
lively, and, 1 warrant, will do her character justice. 
Come, Sir 4a 168. Na; z ceremony; WC must ve 
as busy as bees. 

F Exit Miss Grantam and Sir fanes. 
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y father here! that's unlucky enough. 

O. eld. Ha, Jack, what brings you here! 

V. Wild. Wliy, I thought it my duty to wart up 
Miss 5 in order to make her some apol. 
for the late unfortunate | 

O. N il, Vell, now, that is prudently as we: 3 
politely done. 

Y. Wild. 1 am happy to meet, Sir, with your 5 
probation. 

O. Wiid. I have been thinking, Jack, about my 
daughter-in-law: as the affair is public, it 1: 
decent to let her continue longer at her father's. 

F. Wild. Sir) 

O. Wild. Wou'd it not be right to send for! 
heme ? 
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F. Wild. Doubtless, Sir. 

O. Wild. I think so. Why then, to-mortow my 
chariot shall fetch her. : 

V. Wild. The devil it shall! LAside Not quite $0 
Won, if you please, Sir. 

O. Wild. No! Why not? 

Y. Wild. The journey may be dangerous in her 
present condition. 

O. Wild. What's the matter with her? 

F. Wild, She is big with child, Sir. 

O. Wild. An audacious—Big with child! that is 
fortunate, But, however, an easy carriage, and 
short stages, can't hurt her. 

F. Wild. Pardon me, Sir, I dare not trust her: 
she is six months gone. 

O. Wild. Nay, then, there may be danger indeed. 
But should not I write to her father, just to let him 
know that you have discovered the secret ? 

F. Wild. By all means, Sir, it will make him ex- 
tremely happy. 

O. Mild. Why, then, 1 will instantly about it. 
Pray, how do you direct to him ? | 

F. Wi/d. Abington, Berkshire. 

O. Mild. True; but his address? 

F. Wild. You need not trouble yourself, Sir: 1 
zhall write by this post to my wife, and will send 
your letter inclos'd. 

O. Wild. Ay, ay, that will do. [ Cong. 

F. Wild. So, I have parry'd that thrust. 

O. Wild. Though, upon second thouglits, Jack, 
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that will rather look too familiar for an introductory 
letter. | 

F. Wild. Sir! 

O. Wild. And these country gentlemen are full of 
punctihos—No, Ii] send him a letter apart; so give 
me his direction, 

F Wild. You have it, Sir. 

O. Nd. Ay, but his name: I have been so hur- 
ry'd that 1 have entirely forgot it. 

F. Wild. Jam sure so have I. | Ade. His name 
—his name, Sir — Hopkins. 

O. W:/d. Hopkins! 

F. Niid. Yes, Sir. 

O. Niid. That is not the same name that you gave 
me before: that, if I recol lect, was either Sypthorp 

or Sybthorp. 


F. Wild. You are right, Sir; that is his paternal 


appellation : but the name of Jlopkins he took for 
an estate of his mother's: so he is indiscriminately 
called Hopkins or Sybthorp ; and now I recollect I 
have his letter in my pocket—he signs himself Syb- 
thorp Hopkins. 

O. Mild. There is no end of this: I must stop him 
at once. Hark ye, Sir, I think you are call d my 
SON ? 

F. Mild. I hope, Sir, you have no reason to doubt 
it. 

O. Md. And look upon yourself as a gentleman ? 

V. Wild. In having the honour of descending from 
you. 

O. Mild. And that you think a sufficient pretension? 


AA III. 


THE LYAR, 71 
F. Wild. Sir pray, Sir 
O. Wild. And by what means do von imagine your 


ancestors obtain'd that distinguishing title? By 
their pre-eminence in virtue, I suppose 


% * 


F. Wild. Doubtless, Sir. 

O. Wild, And has it never occurr'd to you, that 
what was gain'd by honour might be lost by intumy ? 

Y. Wild, Perfectly, Sir. 

O. W/W. Are vou to learn what redress even the 
imputation of a lie demands; and that nothing less 
than the life of the adversary can extinguisl the af 
front? 

F. Wild. Doubiless, Sir. 

O. Wild. Then, how dare you call yourself a gentle- 
man? you, Whose life has been one continued scene 
of fraud and falsity! And would nothing content 
you but making me a partner in your infamy ? Not 
satisfied with violating that great band of society, 
mutual confidence, the most sacred rights of nature 
must be invaded, and your father made the inno— 
cent instrument to circulate your abominable impo— 
sitions! 

F. Vild. But, Sir! 

O. Wild. Within this hour my life was near sacri— 
fic'd in defence of your fame: But perhaps that was 
your intention; and the story of your marriage 
merely calculated to send me out of the world, as a 
orateful return for my bringing you into it. 

F. Wild. For heaven's sake, Sir. 

O. Wild, What other motive ? 

F. Wild. Hear me, I intreat you, Sir. 
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O. Mild. To be again impos'd on! no, Jack, my 
eyes are open'd at last. | 

F. Hild. By all that's sacred, Sir 

O. Mild. I am now deaf to your delusions. 

F. Mild. But hear me, Sir. 1 own the Abington 
business 

O. Wild. An absolute fiction. 

F. W:{d. 1 do. 

O. Wild. And how dare you— 

F. Wild. 1 crave but a moment's audience. 

O. Mild. Go on. 

Y. Wild. Previous to the communication of your 
intention for me, I accidentally met with a lady, 
whose charms 

O. Wild. So !—what, here's another marriage 
trumped out? but that is a stale device. And, pray, 
Sir, what place does this lady inhabit ? Come, come, 
go on; you have a fertile invention, and this is a 
fine opportunity. Well, Sir, and this charming lady, 
residing, I suppose, in nubtbus— 

F. Wild. No, Sir; in London. 

O. Wild. Indeed! 

F. Wild. Nay, more, and at this instant in this 
house. 

O. Wild. And her name 

F. Wild. Godfrey. 

O. Mild. The friend of Miss Grantam ? 

F. Wild. The very same, Sir. 

O. Mild. Have you spoke to her? 

F. Mild. Parted from her not ten minutes ago; 
nay, am here by her appointment. 

0. Mild. Has she favoured your address? 
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F. Wild. Time, Sir, and your approbation, will, 
1 hope. 

O. Wild. Look ye, Sir, as there is some little pro- 
bability in this story, I shall think it worth farther 
inquiry. To be plain with you, I know Miss God- 
frey ; am intimate with her family; and though you 
deserve but little from me, I will endeavour to aid 
your intention. But if, in the progress of this affair, 
you practise any of your usual arts; if I discover the 
least falsehood, the least duplicity, remember you 
have lost a father. 


F. Wild. I shall submit without a murmur. 
[Exit Old Wild, 


Enter PAPILLION. 


F. Wild. Well, Papillion. 
Pap. Sir, here has been the devil to pay within. 
F. Wild. What's the matter ? 
Pap. A whole legion of cooks, confectioners, 
musicians, waiters, and watermen. 

F. Wild, What do they want? 

Pap. You, Sir. 

« Y. Wild. Me! 

« Pap. Yes, Sir; they have brought in their bills. 

F. Wild. Bills! for what? 

© Pap. For the entertainment you gave last night 
© upon the water, 

F. Wild. That I gave? 

Pap. Yes, Sir; you remember the bill of fare: 
© I am sure the very mention of it makes my mouth 
© water, 
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. Wild. Prithee, are vou mad? There must be 
some mistake; you know that I— 

« Pap. They have been vastly puzzled to find 
out your lodgings; but Mr. Robinson meeting by 
accident with Sir James Elliot, he was kind enough 
to tell him where, you liv'd. Here are the bills: 
Almack's, twelve dozen of Claret, ditto Cham- 
pagne, Frontiniac, Sweetmeats, Pine-apples : the 
whole amount is J. 372, gs. besides music and fire- 
works. 

F. Wd. Come, Sir, this is no time for trifling. 
« Pap. Nay, Sir, they say they have gone full as 
low as they can afford; and they were in hopes, 
from the great satisfaction you express'd to Sir 
James Elliot, that you would throw them in an 
additional compliment. 

F. Wild. Hark ye, Mr. Papillion, if you don't 
ccase your impertinence, I shall pay you a compli- 
ment that you would gladly excuse. 

Paß. Upon my faith, I relate but the mere 
matter of fact. You know, Sir, I am but bad at 
invention; though this incident, L can't help think- 
ing, is the natural fruit of your happy one. 

F. Wild. But are you serious? is this possible! 
« Pap. Most certain. It was with difficulty J re- 
Strain'd their impatience; but, however, 1 have dis- 
patch'd them to your lodgings, with a promise that 
you shall immediately meet them. 

V. Wild. Oh, there we shall soon rid our hands 
of the troop.*—Now, Papillion, I have news tor 


vou. My father has got to the bottom of the whole 


„pington business. 
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Pap. The deuce? 

F. Wild. We parted this moment. Such a scene! 

Pup. And what was the issue! 

V. Wild. Happy beyond my hopes. Not only an 
act of oblivion, but a promise to plead my cause 
with the fair. 

Pap. With Miss Godfrey? 

F. Wild. Who else? lle is now with her in ano- 
ther room. 

Pap. And there is no-you understagd mein all 
this? 

F. Wild. No, no; that is all over now my refor- 
mation is fix'd. 

Pap. As a weather- cock. 

Y. Wild. Here comes my father. 


Enter OLD WilDixc. , 


O. Wild. Well, Sir, I find in this last article you 
have condescended to tell me the truth: the young 
lady is not averse to your union; but in order to fix 
*0 mutable a mind, I have drawn up a slight con- 
tract, which you are both to sign. 

Y. Wild. With transport. 

O. Mid. Iwill introduce Miss Godfrey, [ Exzt. 

V. Wild. Did not I tell you, Papillion? 

Pap. "ins is amazing, indeed! 

+. Mild. Am not I a happy fortunate? 
they come. 


But 


Enter OLD W1LDING and Miss GODFREY. 


O. Wild, If, Madam, he has not the highest sense 
of the great honour you do him, I shall cease to re- 
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gard him.—— There, Sir, make your own acknow- 


ledge ments to that lady. Pr 
F. Wild. Sir! 

O. Wild. This is more than you merit; but let th 

your future behaviour testify your giatitude. wh 


Y. Wild. Papillion! Madam! Sir! 

O. Wild. What, is the puppy petrified ! Why 
don't you go up to the lady? 

Y. Wild. Up to the lady !—That lady ? 

O. Wild. That lady !—To be sure. What other 
lady: To Miss Godfrey: 


F. Wild, That lady Miss Godfrey ? to 
O. Wild. What is all this ?—Hark ve, Sir; I see 
what you are at: but no trifling; I'll be no more / 
the dupe of your double detestable—Recollect my ( 
last resolution: This instant your hand to the con- leas 
tract, or tremble at the consequence. don 
F. Wild. Sir, that, I hope, is might not Ito be sigl 
SUre— 
O. Wild. No {further evasions! There, Sir. 
F. Wild. Heigh ho! [Signs it.) h 
O. Wild. Very well. Now, Madam, your name it my 
you please. 1 
F. Mild. Papillion, do you know who she is? K 
Pap. That's a question indeed! Don't you, Sir? Pac 
F. Wild. Not I, as I hope to be sav'd. | * 
HR 
Enter @ SERVANT. nor 
Ser. A young lady begs to speak with Mr, Wild- of 
Ing. 15 
Y. Wild. With me ? hail 


M. Cod. A young lady with Mr. Wilding} E 
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Ser. Seems distress'd, Madam, and extremely 
pressing for admittance. 

M. God. Indeed! There may be something in 
this! You must permit me, Sir, to pause a little: 
who xnows but a prior claim may prevent 

O. Hild. Row, Sir, who is this lady? 

Y. Wild. It is mpossible for me to divine, Sir. 

O. Hd. You know nothing of her? 

F. IFi/d. How should I? 

O. Wild. You hear, Madam. 

M. God. I presume your son can have no objection 
to the lady's appearance. 

Y. Wild. Not in the least, Madam. 

M. God. Show her in, John. [ Extt Ser. 

O. Wild. No, Madam, I don't think there is the 
least room for suspecting him: he can't be so aban- 
don'd as to—But she is here. Upon my word, a 
sightly woman. 


Enter K1TTY as MISS SYBTHORP. 
Kit. Where is he?—Oh, let me throw my arms— 
my lite, my— 
Y. Wild. Heyday ! 

Kit. And could you leave me? and for so long a 
pace? Think how the tedious time has lagg'd along. 
Y. Wild. Madam ! | 

fit. But we are met at last, and now will part 
no more. 

F. Wild. The deuce we won't! 

Kit. What, not one kind look ; no tender word to 
hail our second meeting! 

V. Wild. What the devil is all this? 
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Ait. Are all your oaths, your protestations, come 
to this? Have I deserv'd such treatment? Quitted 
my father's house, left all my friends, and wander'd 
here alone in search of thee, thou first, last, only 
object of my love. 

O. Wild. To what can all this tend? Hark ye, Sir, 
unriddle tins mystery. 

F. Wild. Davus, non Edipus sum. It is beyond 
me, I confess. Some lunatic escap'd from her keeper, 
1 suppose. 

Kit. Am! disown'd then, contemn'd, slighted ? 

O. Wild. Hold; let me inquire into this matter a 
little. Pray, Madam You seem to be pretty ia. 
miliar here. Do you know this gentleman ? 

Kit. Too well. 

O. Wild. His name? 

Rit. Wilding. 

O. Wild. So tar she is right. Now yours, if you 
please. 

Kit. Wilding. 

Omnes. Wilding! 

O. Wild. And how came you by that name, pray 

Kit. Most lawfully, Sir : by the sacred band, the 
holy tie that made us one. 

O. Wild. What, marry'd to him ? 

Kit. Most true. 

Omnes. How! 


Y. Wild. Sir, may I never— 
O. Wild. Peace, monster !——One question niore: 
Your maiden name ? 


Kit. Sybthorp. 
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O. Wild. Lydia, from Abington, in the county 
of Berks? 

Kit. The same. 

O. Wild. As 1 suspected. So then the whole story 
is true, and the monster is marry'd at last. 

F. Wild. Me, Sir! By all that's 

O. Wild. Eternal dumbness seize thee, measure 
less liar ? 

F. Wild. If not me, hear this gentleman 
quis | 

Pap. Not I; I'll be drawn into none of your 
$Crapes : it is a pit of your own digging; and so get 
out as well as you can. Mean time PII shift for 
myself. [ Exzt, 

O. Wild. What evasion now, monster? 

M. God. Deceiver! 

O. Wild. Liar! 

M. God. Impostor ! 

u F. Wild. Why, this is a general combination to 
distract me; but I will be heard. Sir, you are 
grossly impos'd upon: the low contriver of this 
woman's shallow artiftice I shall soon find means to 


Mar- 


1 discover; and as to you, Madam, with whom I have 

he been suddenly surpris'd into a Contract, I most so- 
lemaly declare this is the first time I ever set eyes on 
you. 


O. Wild. Amazing confidence! Did not I bring 
her at your own request ? 
F. Wild. No. 
re: M. God. Is not this your own letter? 
F. Wild. No. 


Kit. Am not 1 your Wife! 
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F. Wild. No. 

O. Wild. Did not vou own it to me: 

F. Wild. Ves that is—no, no. 

Kit, Hear me. 

Y. Wild. No. 

M. Ged. Answer me. 

V. Wild. No. 

O. Hild. Have not I— 

F. Wild. No, no, no. Zounds! you are all mad. 
and if I stay, I shall catch the infection. [EY 


Enter Sir James ELHO T and Miss GRAN TAN. 


Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 

M. Gr. Finely perform'd. 

O. Wild. You have kept your promise, and I thy 
you, Madam. 

M. Gr. My medicine was somewhat rough, Sir. 
but in desperate cases, you know 

O. Wild. If his cure is completed, he will graute 
fully acknowledge the cause; if not, the punish— 
ment comes far short of his crimes. It is nced!es; 
to pay you any compliments, Sir James; with tht 
lady you can't fail to be happy. I shan't venture tv 
hint a scheme I have greatly at heart, till we have 
undeniable proofs of the success of our operation 
To the ladies, indeed, no character is so dangerous 
as that of aliaz: 


They in: he fairest ſames can fix a flaw, 
And vanqish f emales whom they never saw. 
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THE COMMISSARY. 
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T ns piece, written by the late Samuel Foote, Esq. was given to 
the public, for the first time, in the season of 1765, at the little 
theatre in the Hay-market; and keener Satire, or more fairly af 
plice, never came from the pen of that pleasant and witty writer. 

Zackary Fungus, rich in the plunder of the unſortunate of other 
lunds; returns to his native country : loaded with wealth he rows 
not how to ue; invested with consequence he ts unable property to 
gu bort; he becomes the jest, even of his domestics, who vet through 
his native ignorance, too glaring to escape therr notice; and the 
epplication of his i-gotten stores towards the attamment of those 
qualities which form the exteriors of a gentleman, tog eilt er with 
the dissipation of hs time in the fruitless endeavour ; are the subjects 
of the Scene, which holds up to public redicule and contemptra cha- 
ratter which merits universal reprobation. 

IFhen this production firs appeared, it was young days with 
that inimitable comedian Parsons: but the pitlure he gave the au- 
zience of the late Doclor Arne approached 50 near to the original, 
whose peculiarities justified the imitation, that Several in the house 
went away, not to be convinced but what the Doftpr himself had 
atually been before them. 

The younger Bannister, in the revival of this piece, in the 
course of last summer, on its native boards, performed the part 
„ Zachary Fungus, in a tile not more attractive than genuine. 
Wewitzer*s Isaac, was every thing the part required; and Suett 
made the most of his GRUEL. 
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— — — . —— — — 


— —— — — 


COVENT- GARDEN. 


Zachary Fungus, 
Isaac Fungus, 


Gruell, " 
Le Fleur, 5 
Young Loveit, 
Coachman, - 
Bridoun, - 


Widow Loveit, 
Dolly, ; 
Jenny, 


Mrs. Mechlia, 


Men. 
MR. Quick 
MR. POWELL 
MR. THOMPSON 
MR. WEWITZER 
MR. Davies 


Mx. LEDGER 
Muy. EVATrr. 
Women. 
Mrs. Pirr 
MRS. PLATT 


Miss STUART 
MRS. WEBER. 


HAY- MARKET. 
Men. 

Zachary Fungus, - MR. BANNIST ER, jun. 
Isaac Fungus, MR. WEWITZER 
Gruell, — MA. SUVETT 
Le Fleur, — - MR. ABBOTT 
Young Loveit, MR. BExsSON 
Coachman, - - MR. LEDGER 
Bridoun, - MR. EvaTT. 


Widow Loveit, 
Dolly, . 


Jenny, 
Mrs. Mechlin, 


1 


Women. 


MRS. POWELL 
Miss HEARD 
Miss DE CAMP 
MRS. WEBB. 
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THE COMMISSARY. 


gy ä — Ore” — 2 - ep _ ur Ge yy wy 


ACT I. 


SCENE I.— Mrs. MECHLIN's Howse, 
L Loud knocking at the door. 


Enter J:NNY. 


Jenny. 


Rap, rap, rap, up- stairs and down, from morn- 
ing to night; if this same commissary stays much 
longer amongst us, my mistress must e'en hire a por- 
ter. Who's there? 


SIMON wzthout. 


Sim. Is Mrs. Mechlin at home? 
Jen. No. (Opens the door.) Oh! what, is it you, 


Simon? 


Enter SIMON. 


Sim. At your service, sweet Mrs. Jane. 

Jen. Why, you knock with authority; and what 
are your commands, Master Simon? | 
B 
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Sim, I come, Madam, to receive those of your 
mistress. What, Jenny, has she any great affair on 
the anvil? Her summons is most excecdingly press- 
ing; and you need not be told, child, that a man 
of my consequence does not trouble himself about 
trifles. 

Jen. Oh, Sir, 1 know very well you principal ac- 
tors don't perform every night. 

Sim. Mighty well, Ma'am; but, notwithstanding 
your ironical sneer, it is not every man that will do 
for your mistress; her agents must have genius and 
parts: I don't suppose, in the whole bills of mor. 
tality, there is so general and extensive a dealer as 
my friend Mrs. Mechlin. 

Jen, Why, to be sure, we have plenty of cus- 
tomers and for various kinds of commodities ; it 
would be pretty difficult, I fancy, to 

Sim. Commodities! Your humble servant, sweet 
Mrs. Jane; yes, yes, you have various kinds of com. 
modities, indeed. | 

Jen. Mr. Simon, I don't understand you: I sup- 
pose it is no secret in what sort of goods our dealing 
consists. 

Sim. No, no; they are pretry well known. 

Jen. And, to be sure, though now and then, to 
oblige a customer, my mistress does condescend tg 
smuggle a little 

Sim. Keep it up, Mrs. Jane. 

Jen. Yet there are no people in the liberty cf 
Westminster that live in more credit than we do, 

Sm. Lravo! 


© 
mx 
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Jen. The very best of quality are not asham'd 
£ to visit my mistress. 

Sim. They have reason. 

Jen. Respected by the neighbours. 

Sim. I know it. 

Jen. Punctual in her payments. 

Sim. loa moment. 

Jen. Regular hours. 

Sin. Doubtlesg, 

Jen. Never miss the sarmant on Sundays. 
Sim. 1 own it. 

Jen. Not an oath comes out of her mouth, unless 
£ now and then, when the poor gentlewoman hap- 
« pens to be overtaken in liquor, 

© Sim, Gramted. 

Jen. Not at all given to lying, but, like other 
© tradesfolks, in the way of her business.” 

Sim. Very well. 

Jen. Very well! then pray, Sir, what would you 
inSinuate: Look you, Mr. Simon, don't go to cast 


reflect ions upon us; don't think to blast the reputa- 
tion of our | 


* 


Sim. Hark ye, Jenny, are you serious? 

Jen. Serious! Ay, marry am I. 

Sim. The devil you are. 

Jen. Upon my word, Mr. Simon, you should not 
give your tongue such a licence; let me tel] you, 
these airs do not become you at all. 

Sem. Hey-day ! why, where the deuse have I got? 
Sure, IL have mistaken the house; is not this Mrs. 
Mechlin's? 
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Jen. That's pretty well known. 

Sim. The commodious, convenient Mrs. Mechlin, 
at the sign of the Star, in the parish of St. Paul's? 

Jer. Bravo! 

Sm. That commercial caterpillar! 

Jen, I know It. 

Sn. hat murderer of manufactures ? 

Feu. Doubtless. 

Sem. That walking warehouse? 

Jen. Granted.“ 

Sim. That carries about a greater cargo of contra- 
band goods under her petticoats than a Calais cutter ? 

Jen. Very well. | 
Sim. That engrosser and seducer of virgins ? 
Jen. Keep it up, Master Simon. 


LY 


-. 
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Sn. That forestaller of bagnios? 

Jen. Incomparably fine. 

Sim. That canting, cozening, money- lending, 
match- making, pawnbroking L Loud knocking. 

Jeu. Mighty well, Sir: here comes my mistress; 
she shall thank you for the pretty picture you have 
been pleased to draw. 


Sin. Nay, but, dear Jenny—— 

Jen. She shall be told how lightly she stands in 
„eur ta vour. 5 

Sim. But, my sweet girl 


[ Knock again. 
Fen. Let me go, Mr. Simon; don't you hear? 
Sim. And Can you have the heart to ruin me at 

once? 

Jen. Hands off. 
Sim. A peace, a peace, my dear Mrs, Jane, and 
aictate the articles. 
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Enter Mrs. MECnliy, followed by a lackney-eoachman 
with Srveral bundles, mn à capuchin, a bonnet, and 
ker cloaths pinned up. | 
Mrs. Meck So, hussy ; what, must I stay all day 

in the streets: Who have we here? The devil's ip the 

wenches, I think—One of your fellows, I suppose 

Oh, is it you? How fares it, Simon? 

Jen. Madam, you should not have waited a mi- 
nute; but Mr, Simon 
Sem. Hush! hush! you barbarous jade 
Jen. Knowing your knock, and eager to open the 
door, flew up stairs, fell over the landing-place, 

and quite barr'd up the wav. 
Sim. Yes; and I am atraid I have put out my 
ancle. Thanks, Jenny; you shall be no loser, you 
slut. [ Asid-. 

85 Mrs. Mech. Poor Simon! —— 0h, Lord have mercy 


1g upon me, what a round have I taken ? Is the 
ILY wench -petrified ? Why don't you reach me a Chair? 
ave don't you see I am tired to death? 

Jen. Indeed, Ma'am, you'll kill yourself. 

Sm. Upon my word, Madam Mechlin, you should 
s in take a little care of yourself; indeed you labour too 
hard. 

Mrs. Meck. Ay, Simon, and for little or nothing: 
only victuals and cloaths ; more cost than worshsp 
Why does not the wench take the things from the 
fellow? Well, what's your fare? 

Coach, Mistress, 'tis honestly worth half-a crown, 
B 3 


«4/7 


13 THE COMMISSARY. AH I. 


Mrs. Mech, Give him a couple of shillings, and 
Send him away. 

Conch I hope you'll tip me the tester to drink? 

Ars. Mech. I hem there tellows arc never con- 

ented: Drink! Stand farther off; uh, vou smell 
already as strong as a beer- barrel. 2 

Conch, Mistress, that's because I have already 
been drinking. 

Mrs. Mech. And are vou not ashamed, vou <ot, to 
be eternally guzzling? You had better buy you some 
Cloaths. 

Coach. No, mistress; my honour won't let me do 
that. 

Ars. Mech. Your honour! And pray how dec, 
that hinder you? 

Coach. Why, when a good gentlewoman like vo 
cries, Here, coachman, here's something to drink 

Mrs. Mech. Well! 

Coach, Would it be honour in me to lav it out 1: 
any thing else? No, mistress, my conscience won”? 
let me; because why, *tis the will of the donor, vou 
know. 

Mrs. Mech. Did you ever hear such a blockhead 

Coach. No, no, mistress; tho* I am a poor men, 
I won't torfeit my honour; my cattle, thof I Jove 
'em, poor beastesses, are not mare dearer to me than 
that. 

Mrs. Mech. Yes, you and your horses give pretty 
strong proofs of your honour; tor you have no cloaths 


on your back, and they have no flesh. Well, Jenny, 


4 
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give him the sixpence— | here, there; lay it out as 
you will, 

Conch, It wili be to your health, mistress; it shall 
melt at the Meuse before! go home; 1 sliall Le care- 
tul to clear my conscience. 

Mrs. Mech, I don't doubt it. 

Coach. You need not, Mistress; veour servant. 

[ Exit Coach, 

Mrs. Meck. Has there been any body here, Jenny ? 

Jen. The Gentleman, Nla'am, about tbe Glou- 
ces!ershire living. | 

ö Ars. Mech. He was! Oh! ch! what, I suppose lis 
Stomach's come down, Does he like the encumb- 
rance? will he marry the party ? 


Jen. Why, that article scems to go a little against 
him. 

Mrs. Mech. Does it so? then let him retire to his 
Cumberland curacy: that's a fine keen air, it will 


bf soon give him an appetite. He'll stick to his honour 
"t too, till his cassock is wore to a rag. 

Ju Jen. Why, indeed, Mam, it scems pretty rusty 

already. 

Mrs. Mech. Devilish squeamish, I think; a good 
n, fat living, and a fine woman into the bargain! You 
ve told him a friend of the lady's will take the child oft 
an her hands ?—— 


Jen. Ves, Madam. 

Mrs. Mech. So that the affair will be a sceret to all 
but himselt. But he must quickly resolve, tor next 
week his wite's month will be up. | 

Jen. He promised to call about four, 


% 
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Ars. Mech. But don't let him think we are at 2 
loss for a husband; there is to my knowledge a mer- 
chant's clerk in the city, a coinely young man, and 
comes of good friends, that will take her wiih but a 
small place in the cus! omnous%., 

Jen. He shall know it. 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, and tell him that the party's party 
has interest encugh to obtain it whenever he will. 
And then the bridegroon may put the purchase. 
money too of that same presentation into his pocket. 

Jen. Truly, Wa'am, I Should think this would 
prove the best match tor the lady. 

Mis. Mech. Who doubts it ?>——ilere, Jenny, carry 
these things above stairs. Take care of the eigrette, 
leave the watch upon the table, and be sure you 
don't mislay the pœarl- necklace: the lady goes to 
Mrs. Cornelevs's to- night; and, if she has any luck, 
she will be sure to redeem it to-morrow. 

Sim. What a world of affairs! it is a wonder, Ma- 
dam, how you are able to remember them all. 

Mrs. Mech. Trifles, mere trifles, Master Simon— 
But I have a great affair in hand- Such an aftair, 
well managed, it will be the making of us all. 

Sim. It I, Ma'am, can be of the least use 

Mrs. Mech. Of the highest! there's no doing with- 
out you You know the great 


Enter JENNY. 
Jen. 1 have put the things where you ordered, 
Ma'am. | 
Mrs. Mech, Very well, you may go. [ Exit Fer") 


2 
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say, vou know the great commissary that is come 
to lodge in my house. Now they say this Mr. Fun— 
gus is as rich as an Indian governor; heaven knows 
how he came by it; but that, you know, is no busi— 
ness of ours. Pretty pickings, I warrant abroad. 
Loud knocking. ) Who the deuse can that be? But 
let it be who it will, you must not go till I speak to 
you. 


Euter ] EFNNYs 

Jen. The widow Loveit, Ma'am. 

Mrs. Mech. What, the old liquorish dowager from 
Devonsbire Square? Show her in. [Exit Jenny.) 
You'll wait in the kitchen, Simon, I shall soon dis- 
patch her affair. [ Exit Stine 


Enter Mrs. Lovxfr. 
Mrs. Lov. So, so, good morning to you, good Mrs, 
Mechlin. John, let the coach wait at the corner. 

Mrs. Mech. You had better sit here, Madam, 

Mrs. Lov. Any where. Well, my dear woman, I 
hope you have not forgot vour old friend—U gh, ugh, 
ugh,—(Coughs. ) Consider J have no time to lose, 
and you re always so full of employment. 

Mrs. Mech. Forgot you! you shall judge, Mrs. 
T.oveit. I have, Ma'am, provided a whole cargo of 
husbands for you, of all nations, complexions, ages, 
tempers, and sizes: so you See you have nothing to 
do but choose. 

Mrs, Lov. To choose, Mrs. Mechlin! Lord help 
me, what Choice can I have? I lock upon wedlock to 
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be a kind of a lottery, and I have already drawn my 
prize; and a great one it was! My poor dear man 
that's gone, I shall never meet with his fellow. 

Mrs. et. Psha, Nadam, don't let us trouble our 
heads about him, "tis high time that he was forgot. 

Mrs. Lov, But won't his relations think me rather 
too quick? 

Ars. Mech. Not a jot: the greatest compliment you 
cou'd pay to his memory; it is a proof he gave you 
reuson to be fond of the state. But what do you 
mein by quick? Why, he has been buried these three 
werks ; 

Mrs, Tov. And three days, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Indeed! quite an age. 

Mrs. Lov. Yes: but I shall never forget him; 
Sleeping or waking, he's always before me. Hts dear 
swell'd bellv, and his poor shrunk legs; Lord bless 
we, Mrs. Mechlin, he had no more calf than my 
fan.. 

Ars. Mech. No! 

Ars. Lov. No, indeed; and then, his bit of a pur- 
ple nose, and his little weezen face as sharp as a 
razor Don't mention it; I can never forget him. 

| [ Cres, 

Mrs. Mech. Sweet marks of remembrance indeed 
But, Mwam, it you continue to be so fond of your 
last husband, what makes you think of another? 

Mrs. lov. Why, what can I do, Mrs. Mechlin ? 
a poor lone widow woman as I am; there's nobody 
minds me; my tenants behindhand, my servants all 
$arcless, my Cinldren undutſul—Ugh, ugh, ugh 

[ Cougiis 
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Mrs. Mech. You have a villainous ccugh, Mrs, 
Loveit; shall I send for some lozenges? 

Mrs. Lov. No, 1 thank you, 'tis nothing at all ; 
mere habit; just a little trick I've got. 

Mrs. Mech. But I wonder you shou'd have all these 
vexations to plague you, Madam, you who are so 
rich, and so 

Mrs. Lov. Forty thousand in the four-per-cents 
every morning 1 rise, Mrs. Mechlin, besides tv. © 
houses at Hackney: but then my affairs are <9 
weighty and intricate; there is such tricking in aw. 
yers, and such torments in children, that I can't do 
by myself; 1 must have a helpmate: quite necessity, 
no matter of choice, 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, I understand you: you marry 
meerely for convenience; just only to get an assist- 
ant, a kind of a guard, a fence to your property? 

Mrs. Lov. Nothing else. 

Mrs. Meck. I thought so; quite prudential; so 
that age is none of your object: you don't want a 
Scampering, giddy, sprightly, young 

Mrs. Lov. Young !—Heaven forbid. What, dv 
you think, like some ladies 1 know, that I want to 
have my husband taken for one of my grandchildren? 
No, no; thank Heaven, such vain thoughts never en— 
ter'd my head. 

Mrs. Meck. But yet, as your matters stand, he 
ought not to be so very old neither; for instance now, 
of what use to you would be a husband of sixty? 

Mrs. Lov. Sixty! Are you mad, Mrs. Mechlin? 
What, do you think I want to turn nurse? | 
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Mrs. Mech. Or fifty-five? 

Mrs, Lov. Ugh, ugh, ugh—— 

Mrs. Mech. Or fifty? 

Mrs. Lov. Oh] that's too cunning an age; — men, 
now-a-days, rarely marry at fifty, they are too know- 
ing and catitious. 

Mrs. Ach. Or forty-five, or forty, or— 

Mrs. Lov. Shall 1, Mrs. Miechlin, tell you a piece 
of my mind? 

Mrs, Mech. I believe, Ma'am, that will be vour 


best way. 

Mrs. Lov. Why then, as my children are voung 
and rebellious, the way to secure and preserve thi 
obedience will be to marry a man that won't grow T 
old in a hurry. V 

Mrs. Mech. Why, I thought you declar'd against 11 
youth ? | 

Mrs. Lov. So I do, so 1 do; but then, six or seven Vi 
and twenty is not so very young, Mrs. Mechlin, b. 


Mrs. Mech. No, no, a pretty ripe age: for at tha: to 
time of life men can bustle and stir; they are nat de 
eazily check'd, and whatever they take in hand they WI 
go thro? with. 

Mrs. Lov. True, true. | 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, it is then they may be d 4 a 
be useful; it is the only tear and wear Seas2n. 4 

Mrs. Lov. Right, right. 

Mrs. Mech. Well, Ma'am, I see what you want, A 
and to-morrow about this time, if you'll do me the e 
favour to cal. 

Mrs. Lov. J shan't fail. to 


ur 
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Mrs, Mech. 1 think I can suit you. 

Mrs. Lov. Vou'll be very obliging. 

Mrs. Mech. You may depend upon't, I'll do my 
endeavours. 

Mrs. Lov. But, Mrs. Mechlin, be sure don't let 
him be older than that, not above seven or eight and 
twenty at most; and let it be as soon as you conve-— 
nieutly can. 

Ars. Mech. Never tear, Ma'am. 

Mrs. Lov. Because, vou know, the more children 
1 have by the second venter, the greater plague l 
Shall prove to those I had by the first. 

Mrs. Mech. True, Ma'am, you had better lean on 
me to the door: But, indeed, Mrs. Loveit, you are 
very malicious to your children, very revengetul, 
indeed. 

Mrs. Lov. Ah, they deserve it; -you can't think 
what sad wheips they turn out; no punishment can 
be too much; if their poor father cou'd but have 
forescen they wou'd have——why did I mention the 
dear man? it melts me too much. Well, peace be 
with him. To- morrow about this time, Mrs. 
Mechlin, will the party be here, think you ? 

Mrs. Mech. IJ can't say. 

Mrs. Lov. Well, a good day, good Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Here, John, take care of your mistress. 

[ Exit Mrs, Lovett. 

A good morning to you, Ma' am. Jenny, bid Simon 

come up.—A husband ! there now 1s a proot of the 

prudence of age; I wonder they don't add a clause 

to the act to prevent the old from marrying clan- 
; O 
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destinely as well as the young. I am sure there arc 
as many uncuitable matches at this time of life as the 
other. 


Enter SIMON. 
Shut the door, Simon. Are there any of Mr. Fun- 
gus's Servants below. 
Sin three or four strange faces. 
some of that troop, 1 suppose 
Come, Simon, be seated.— Well, Simon, as I was 
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telling you; this Mr. Fungus, my lodger above, 
that has bronght home from the wars a whoie cart. ; 
load of money, and who (between you and I) went 5 
there from very little better than a driver of carts— 0 

Sim. 1 formerly knew him, NMa'am. ; 


Mrs. Mech. But he does not Know you ? . 

Sim. No, no. 
Mrs. Mech. IJ am glad of that This spark, I sav, * 
not content with being really as rich as a lord, 15 5 
determin'd to rival them too in every other accom- ; 
plishment. 

Sim. Will that be so easy? why he must be up- hi. 


wards of 
Mrs. Mech. Fifty, I warrant. 
Sim. Rather late in life to set up for a gentleman. 
Mrs. Mech. But fine talents, you Know, and a strong 
inclination 
Sim. That, indeed 
Mrs. Mech. Then, I promise you, he spares ſor no 
pains. 
Sim. Diligent! 


nan. 
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Mrs. Mech. Oh, always at 1t. Learning something 
or other trom niornins to night; my house is a per— 
tect academy, Such a throng of tencers,. dancers, 
riders, mu3:Cans——but, however, to sweeten the 
pill, | have a feliuw-teeling for recommendin: the 
teachers. 

Sm. No doubt, Mau'am; that's always the rule. 

Mrs. Mech. But one of his studies is really divert- 
i g, 1 own I can't help laughing at that. 

dim. What may that be? 

Mrs. Mech. Gratory.—You know his first ambi— 
tion is to have a seat in a certain assembly ;—and in 
order to appear there with credit, Mr. What d'ye 
Calum, the man from the City, attends every morn— 
ing to give him a lecture upon speaking, and tlicre 
is such haranguing and bellowing between them 
Lord have mercy upon—but you'll see enough ont 
yourselt; for, do you know, Simon, you are to be his 
valet de chambre! 

Sim. Me, Madam! 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, his privy counsellor, his conß dent, 
his director in chief. 

Sim. io what end will that answer? 

Mrs. Mech. There I am cominf u are to know, 
that our Squire Wou'd-be is violently bent upon 
matrimony; and nothing, forsbooth, weill go down but 
a person of rank and condition. 

Sm. Ay, ay, for that piece of pride he's indebted 
to Germany. 

Hes. Mech. The article of fortune he holds in utter 
Lontermapt, a grand alliance is all that he wants; 80 
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that the lady has but her veins full of high blood, 


he does not care two-pence how low and how empty 
her purse is. 

Sim. But, el won't it be difficult to meet with 
a suitable subject? I believe there are few ladies ot 
quality that 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, as to that, T am already provided. 

Sm. Indeed! 

Mrs. Meck. You know my niece Dolly ? 

Dim. Very well. 

Mrs. Mech. What think you of her? 

Sim. Of Nliss Dolly, for what? 

Mrs. Meck, For what! you are plaguily dull ; why, 

woman of fashion, you dunce. 

Si, Jo be sure Miss Dolly is very deserving, and 
few ladies have a better appearance; but, bless me, 
Madam, here people of rank are so generally known, 
that the slightest inquiry wou'd poison vour project. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, Simon, I have no fears from that 
quarter; there, I think, I am pretty secure. 

Sim. If that, indeed, be the case 

Mrs. Mech. In the first place, Mr. Fungus has an 
entire reliance on me. 


Sim. That's Sometiung. 

Mrs. Mech. Then 10 haffle any idle curiosity, we 
are not derived from any of your new fangled gentry, 
who owe their upstart nobility to your Harrys ang 
Edwards. No, no, we are scions from an older stoch; 
wie are the hundred and fortieth lineal descentieny 
from Hercules Alexander, Karl of Giendower, bin 
minister to King Malcolm the First. 


„ * 
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Syn. Odso! a qualification for a canon ct Stras- 
burg. So tlien, it scems, you are transp:anted from 
the banks of the Tweed; cry you mercy ! But 
how wil! Miss Dolly be able to manage the accent? 


Mrs. Mech. Very well; she was two years an acC- 
trecs in Edenborough. 

Sim. That's true ;—1s the overture made, has there 
been any inte vie? 

Mrs, Mech. Several; we have no dislike to his per- 
son; can't but own he is rather agreeabie; and as to 
his proposals, they are greater than we cou'd desire 
But we are prudent ans careful, say nothing with- 
out the Earl's approÞarion. 

Sim. Oh, that will b 

Mrs. Mech. Not so eàsily; and now comes your 
part: but first, how goes the world with you, Si- 
mon? 


Þ easily lind. 


Sim. Never worse! the ten bags of tea, and the 
cargo of brandy, them peering rastals & from me 
in Sussex, has quite broken my beck. 

Mrs. Mech. Poor Simon! why then Iain afraid 
there's an end of your traffic? 

Sim. Totally: for, now those fe'lows have got the 
Isle of Man in their hands, I have no chance to get 
home, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Then you are entirely at leisure? 

Sim. As a Bath turnspit in the month of July. 

Mrs. Mech. You are then, Simon, an old family» 
zervant in waiting here on the lady; but dispatched 
to the North with a view to negociate the treaty, you 
are just returned with the noble peer's resolution, 
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Prepare you a suitable equipage; I will provide you 
v:th a couple oft letters, one tor the lover and one 
for the lady. 
Sim, The contents? 

Nrs. Mich, Oh, you way read them within; now 
with regard to any questions, I will furnish you 
with suitable answers-—but you have a bungler to 
deal with, so your cards will be easily play'd. 


Enter IEN N. 
Jen. Nliss Dolly, Ma'am, in a hackney coach at 
corner; may she come in: 

Mrs. Mech. Are the servants out of the way ? 

Fen. Oh, shie is so muffled up and disguised, that 
she' l run no danger from them. 

Mrs. Mech. Be sure keep good watch at the door, 
Jenny. 

Jen. Oh, never fear, NMla'am. [Exit Jenny. 

Mrs. Mech. Simon, take those two letters that are 
under the furthermost cus}hion in the window: run 
home, get a dirty pair of boots on, a great coat, and 
a whip, and be here with them in halt an hour at 
farthest. 

Sim. I will not fail. But have you no farther d1- 
rections ? 

Mrs. Meck. Time enough. I shall be in the way; 
for it is me that must introduce you above, (Exit 
Simon.) So, things seem now in a pretty good train; 
a tew hours, it is to be hoped, will make me easy 
for life. To say truth, I begin to be tired of my 
trade. To be sure, the profits are great; but then, 
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$0 are the risks that I run: besides, my private 
practice begins to be smok'd. Ladies are suppos'd 
to come here with different designs than merely to 
look at my goods: some of my best customers, too, 
are got out of my channel, and manage their mat- 
ters at home by their maids. Those asylums, they 
give a dreadtul blow to my business Lime has 
been, when a gentleman wanted a friend, 1 could 
supply him with choice in an hour; but the market 
is spoil'd, and a body might as soon produce a hare 
or a partridge as a pretiy——(Enter Dolly.)——S9, 
niece, are all things prepar'd; have you got the 
papers from Harpy ? 

Dol. Here they are, Ma'am. 

Ars. Mech. Let me s&e—Oh the marriage, articles 
for Fungus to sign. Have yeu got the contract about 
you ? 

Dol. You know, aunt, I left it with you, 

Mrs. Mech, True, 1 had forgot: but. where is the 
bond that 1 Here it is; this, Dolly, you must 
sign and seal before witnesses. 

Dol. To what end, aunt? 

Mrs. Mech. Only, child, a trifling acknowledg- 
ment for all the trouble I have taken; a little hint 
to your husband, that he may reimburse your poor 
aunt, for your cloaths, board, lodging, and breed- 
ing. 

Dol. I hope my aunt does not suspect that I can 
ever be wanting 

Mrs. Mech. No, my dear, not in the least; but it 


is best, Dolly, in order to prevent all retrospection, 
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that we settle accounts before you change your con- 
dition * 


Del. But, Ma'am, may not I see the contents? 
Mrs. Mech. The contents, love! of what use will 
that be to you? Sign and seal, that's enough. 
Dol. But, aunt, I choose to sce what I sign. 
Mrs. Mech, To see! what, then you suspect me ? | 
Dol. No, Ma'am; but a little caution 
Mrs. Mech, Caution! Here's an impudent bar. 
gage! how dare you dispute my commands? have 
not I made you, raised you from nothing, and won't 
a word from my mouth reduce you again ? ] 
Dol. Madam, I 
Mrs. Mech. Answer me, hussey, was not vou a 
bergar's brat at my door; did I not, out of com- 
passion, take you into my house, call you my niece, l 
and give you suitable breeding: u 
Dol. True, Madam. I 
Mrs. Mech. And what return did you make me! cl 
You was scarce got into your teens, you forward Ye 
slut, but you brought me a child almost as big as f 
vourself; and a delightful father you chose for it ! 
Doctor Catgut, the meagre musician; that sick 
monkey- face maker of crotchets ; that eternal trot- 
ter after all the little draggle-tail'd girls of the“ 
town. Ch, you low slut, had it been by a gentic- 
man, it would not have vex'd me; but a fidler !— __ 
Del. For Heaven's sxake—— EN 
Mrs. Mech. After that you elop'd, commenced 0 
stroller, and in a couple of years return'd to town 8 
in your original trim with scarce a rag to your back. 8 
Vol. Pray, Ma' am 
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Mrs. Mech, Did not I, notwithstanding, receive 
you again * have not I tortured my brains for your 
good? four.d you a husband as rich as a Jew, just 
brought all wy matters to bear, aber now you refuse 
to sign a paitry paper ? 

Dol. Pray, Madam, give it me, I will sign, ex- 
ecute, do all that you bid me. 

Mrs. Mech. You will; yes, so you had best. And 
what's become of the child, have you done as 1 or- 
der'd ? | 

Dol. The Doctor was not at home ; but the nurse 
left the child in the kitchen. 

Mrs. Mech. You heard nothing from him? 

Dol. Not a word. 

Mrs. Mech. Then he is meditating some mischief, 
I warrant. However, let our good stars secure us 
to-day, and a fig for what may happen to-morrow. 
It is a little unlucky, though, that Mr. Fungus has 
chosen the Doctor for his master of music ; but as 
yet he has not been here, and, it possible, we must 
prevent him, 


Enter JENNY hastily, 

Nn. Mr. Fungus the tallow-chandler, Ma'am, 
1s crossing the way; shall I say you are at home? 

Mis. Mzch, His brother hath servants enough, let 
some of them answer. Hide, Dolly. (Exit Dolly 
and fenny.)— (Cnc knocks at the door.) Ay, that's 
the truc tap of the trader: this old brother of ours, 
tho', is Smoky and shrewd, and, tho' an odd, a sen— 
zible jcllow ;-—we must guard against him: if he 
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gets but an inkling, but the shghtest suspicion, our 
FT: ect is marr'd.— (A noe without.) What the 
dude is the matter? As I hre, a squabble between 
lum and La Fleur, the French footinan we hir'd th 

morning. IIliis may male mirth, I Il listen a little. 


5 
[it 'IFES, 


Enter MR. Isaac FuxGus, driving in La FLEUR. 
J. Fun. What, is there nobody in the house that 


can give me an answer? where's my brother, you 


rascal ? 
La Fleur. Je wetend pas. 
J. Fun. Pas! what the devil is 


that ?- Answer 
ves or no, is my brother at home? don't shrug up 
your shoulders at me, you——Uh, here comes a ra- 
tional being. 


Enter Ms. MECHILIN. 


Madam Mechlin, how fares it? this here lanthorn— 
jaw'd rascal won't give me an answer, and indeed 
wou'd scarce let me into the house. | 

La Fleur. C'est gros bourgois a fait une tapage de 
diable. 

Mrs. Mech. Fy donc c'est le frere de Monsicur. 

La Fleur. Le Frere ! mon Dieu! | 

I. Fun. What is all this? what the devil lingo 1: 
the fellow a-talking ? 

Mrs, Mech. This is a footman from France that 
your brother has taken. 

J. Fun. From France! and is that the best of his 
breeding? I thought we had taught them better 
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manners abroad, than to came here and insult us at 
home. People malte such a rout about smug ing 
their frenchified goods; their men do us more mis- 
chief. If we could but hinder the importing of 
them 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, you are a true Briton ; I see that, 
Nr. Isaac. 

J. Fun. I warrant me: is brother Zachary at 
home ? 

Mrs. Mech. Above stairs, Sir. 

I. Fun. Any company with him? 

Mrs. Mech. Not any to hinder your visit. La Fleur, 
ud reg le porte. 

I. Fun. Get along you 


Mrs. Mechlin, your 
Servant. (Exit Mrs, Mechlin.) I can't think what the 
devil makes your quality so fond of the Monsieurs ; 
for my part, I don't see March and be hang'd 


to you——you S00ty-lac'a 
Exit I, Fungus and La Fleur“. 
© Mrs. Mech. Come, Dolly, you may now appear. 


Enter JENNY. 

Jen. Mr. Paduasov, Ma'am, the Spitalfieids 
e weaver; he has been waiting this hour, and says 
© he has some people at home 

Mrs. Mech. Let him enter; in a couple of mi- 
© nutes I'Il follow you, Dolly. [ Exit fanny. 


Enter PAdUASOY, 
Mrs. Mech, Mr. Paduasoy, you may load your 


* First act ends here, when done as an after-picce, 
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self home with those silks, they won't do for my 
© market. 

Pad. Why, what's the matter, Madam? 

e Mrs. Mech. Matter! you are a pretty fellow in. 
© deed! you are a tradesman ! 'tis lucky 1 know 
vou, things might have been worse; let us settle 
© accounts, Mr. Paduasoy; you'll 5ce no more of 
© my money. 

« Pad, I shall be sorry for that, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Sorry! answer me one question ; Am 
© not I the best customer that you ever had? 

« Pad. I confess it. 

Mrs. Mech. Have I not mortgaged my precious 
© soul, by swearing to my quality- customers that 
the stuff from your looms was the preduce 0v 
s Lyons? 

Pad. Granted. 

© Mrs, Mech. And unless that had been believ'd, 
© could you have sold them a yard, nay a nail ? 

Pad. I believe not. | 

© Mrs. Mech. Very well. Did not, Sir, I procure 
£ you more money for your curs'd goods, when sold 
© as the manufacture of France, than as mere Eng. 
lich they could have ever produced you? 

« Pad. I never deny'd it. 

Mrs. Mech. Then are not you a pretty fellow, 

« to blow up and ruin my reputation at once ? 

Pad. Me, Madam. 
« Mrs. Mech. Yes, you. 
Pad. As how? 


Ars, Meck, * Did not you tell me these pieces 0! 
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sik were entire, and the only ones you had made 
of that pattern? 

Had. 1 did. 

« Mrs. Mech. Now mind. Last Monday ] left 
them as just landed, upon a pretence to secure 
them from seizure, at the old countess of Furbe. 
low's, by whose means I was sute, at my own 
price, to get rid of tliem both; and who should 
come in last night at the ball at the Mansion- 
house, where my lady unluckily happen'd to be, 
with a full suit of the blue pattern upon her back, 
but Mrs. Deputy Dowlass, dizen'd out like a du- 
chess. 

Pad. Mrs. Deputy Dowlass! Is it possible? 
Mrs. Mech. There is no denying the fact: but 
that was not ail. If, indeed, Mrs. Deputy had 
behaved like a gntlewoman, and swore they had 
been sent her trom Paris, why there the thing 
would have died: bat see what it is to have to do 
with mechanics; the fool owned she had thein 


from you. I should be glad to see any of my cus 


tomers at a loss for a lie; but those trumper; 

traders, Mr. Paduasoy, you'll never gain any cre. 

dit by them. 

Pad. This must be a trick of my wife's; I knuw 

the women are intimate; but this piece of intelli- 

gence will make a hot house. None of my fault, 

indeed, Mrs. Mechlin; I hope, Ma'am, this 

won't make any difterence ? 

* Mrs, Mech. Difference! J don't believe I shall 
D | 
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be able to smuggle a gown for you these six 
months. What 1s in that bundle ? 

© Pad. Some India handkerchiets, that you pro- 
mised to procure of a supercargo at Woolwich 
for Sir T homas Calico's lady. 

«© Mrs, Mech, Are you pretty forward with the 
light sprigg'd waistcoats from Italy? 

Pad. They will be out of the loom in a week. 

« Mrs. Mech. You need not put any Genoa velvets 
in hand till the end of autumn; but you may make 
me immediately a fresh sortment of foreign rib- 
bons for summer. 

Pad. Any other commands, Mrs. Mechlin ? 
Ars. Mech. Not at present, I think. 

Pad. J wish you, Madam, a very good morn- 
ing. 

© Mrs. Mech. Mr. Paduasov ! Lord, I had lik'd to 
have forget. You must write an anonymous let. 
ter to the custom-house, and send me some old 
Silks to be scized; I must treat the town with a 
bonfire: it will make a fine paragraph for the pa- 
pers, and at the same time advertise the pubic 
where such things may be had. 
« Pad. I Shan't fail, Madam. 
« Mrs, Mech. Who says now that Jam not a friend 
to my country ? I think the Society for the En. 
couragement of Arts Should vote me a hremium, 
I am sure IT am one of the greatest encouragers 0 


[ Exit Mrs. Mechiin. 


Exit Paduascy. 
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ACT II. — SCENE l. 


ö 
| 


Enter ZACHARY FuxGUs, Isaac FuxGus, and 
Mrs, MECHLIN, 


Lace Fungus. 


BROTHER Isaac, you are a blockhead, I tell you. 
But first answer me this : Can knowledge do a man 
any harm ? 

J. Fun, No, sarting; what is befitting a man for 
to learn. 

Z. Fun. To learn! and how should you know 
what is befitting a gentleman to learn? stick to your 
trade, master tallow-chandler. 

J. Fun. Now, brother Zachary, can you say in 
your conscience, as how it is decent to be learning to 
dance, when you ha' almost lost the use of your legs. 

Z. Fun. Lost the use of my legs! to see but the 
malice of men! Do but ax Mrs. Mechlin ; now, 
Ma'am, does not Mrs. Dukes say, that, considering 
my time, 1 have made a wonderful progress? 

{. Fun. Your time, brother Zac ? 

Z. Fun. Ay, my time, brother Isaac. Why, I 
ha'nt been at it passing a couple of months; and we 
have at our school two aldermen and a serjeant at 
law, that were full half a year before they could get 
cut of hand. 

Mrs, Meck, Very true, Sir, 
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Z. Fun. T here now, Mrs. Mcchlin can vouch it. 
And pray, Ma'am, does not Master allow, that, of 


1 


my age, I am the most hopefulscholar 1c has? 


Mrs. Meck. I can't but say, Mr. Isaac, that the 
*$quire has made a inost prodigious improvement. 

Z. Fun. Do you hear that? I wish-we had hut a 
kit, 1 wouid show you what I could do: one, two, 
three, ha. One, two, three, ha. There are rising, 
and sinkings ! 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, marry, as light as a cork. 

Z. Fun. A'n't it! Why, before next wintrr is 
over, he says he'll fit me for dancing in public; and 
who knows but in Lent you may sce me amble at a 
ridotto with an opera-singer. 

Mrs. Mech. And I warrant he acquits himself as 
well as the best. 

J. Fun. Mercy on me! and pray, brother, that 
thing like a sword in your hand, what may the use 
of that implement be? 

Z. Fun. This? oh, this is a foil. 

I. Fun. A foil? 

Z. Fun, Ay, a little instrument, by which we who 
are gentlemen are instructed to kill one another. 

J. Fun. To kill! Marry, heaven forbid; 1 hope 
vou have no such bloody intentions. Why, brother 
Zac. you was used to be a peaceable man. 

Z. Fun. Av, that was when I was a paltry mecha- 
nic, and afraid of the law: but now I am another— 
guess person; I have been in camps, cantoons, and 
intrenchments; 1 have marched over bridges and 

breaches; 1 have scen the Ezell and Wezell; I'n 
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got as rich asa jew; and it any man dares to affront 
me, I'll let him know that my trade has been fight- 
ing. 

J. Fun. Rich as a jew! Ah, Zac, Zac! but if you 
had not had another-guess trade than fighting, I 
doubt whether you would have retur:ed altogether 
so rich: but now you have got all this wealth, why 
not sit down and enjoy it in quiet? 

Z. Fun. Hark ye, Isaac, do you purtend to know 
life? are you acquainted with the beaux d'espirits of 
the age? 

f. Fun. I don't understand you. 

Z. Fun. No, I believe not; then how should you 
know what belongs to gentility? 

J. Fun. And why not as well as you, brother Zac? 
I hope I am every whit as well born. 

Z. Fun. Ay, Isauc, but the breeding is al]: con- 
sider I have been a gentleman above five years and 
three quarters, and I think should know a little what 
belongs to the business ; hey, Mrs. Mechlin ? 

Mrs. Mech. Very true, Sir. 

Z. Fun. And as to this foil, do you know, Isaac, in 
what the art of fencing consists: 

J. Fun. How should 1 ? 

Z. Fun. Why, it is short; there are but two 
rules: the first is to give your antagonist as many 
ihrusts as you can; the second, to be caractul and re- 
ceive none yourself. 

J. Fun. But how is this to be done? 

Z. Fun. Oh, easy enough : for, do you See, if von 
can but divert your adversary's point from the line 
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of your body, it is impossible he ever should hit yon; 


and all this is done by a little turn of the wrist, ei— teo 
ther this way, or that way. But Þ'll show vou: vor 
John, bring me a foil. Mrs. Mechlin, it will be 1 
worth your observing. Here, brother Isaac W. 
[ Offers him a foil. £ 
J. Fun, Not I. nan 
Z. Fun. These bourgoils are so frightful. Mrs. sha 
Mechlin, will you, Ma'am, do me the favour to push pol; 
at me, a little > Mind, brother, when she thrusts at The 
me in carte, I do so; and when she pushes in tierce, lin- 
I do so; and by this means a man is sure to avoid vil 
being killed. But it may not be amiss, brother Isaac, J. 
to give you the progress of a regular quarrel; and * 
then you will see what sort of a thing a gentlemen is. that 
Now I have been told, d'ye see, brother Isaac, by a J. 
friend who has a regard for my honour, that Captain 7 4 
Jenkins, or Hopkins, or Wilkins, or what captain you You 
please, has in public company call'd me a cuckold of m 
J. Fun. A cuckold! But how can that be ? be- [ 
cause why, brother Zac. you ben't married. 2 
Z. Fun. But as I am just going to be marr\'d, J. 


that may very well happen, you know. 
Mrs. Mech. True. 
Z. Fun. Yes, yes, the thing is natural enough. 
Well, the Captain has said I am a cuckold. Upon 
which, the first time I set eyes on Captain Wilkins, 
either at Vauxhall or at Ranelagh, I accost him in a 
courteous, genteel-like manner. 
J. Fun. And that's more than he merits, 
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Z. Fun. Vour patience, dear Isaac in a cour-— 
teous, gentleman-like manner; Captain Hopkins, 
your Servant. 

J. Fun. Why, you calPd him but now, Captain 
Wilkins, 

Z. Fun. Psha! you blockhead, I tell you the 
name does not signify nothing—-Your servant ; 
shall I crave your ear for a moment? The Captain 
politely replies, Your commands, good Mr. Fungus? 
J hen we walk side by side come here, Mrs. Mech- 
lin—( They walk up arid down.) for some time as ci- 
Vil as can be. Mind, brother Isaac. 

J. Fun. I do, I do. 

Z. Fun. Hey!—no, t'other side, Mrs. Mechlin— 
that's right—I hear, Captain Wilkins— 

I. Fun. I knew it was Wilkins. 

Z. Fun. Zounds! Isaac, be quiet—Wilkins, that 
you have taken some liberties about and concerning 
of me, which, damme, I don't understand — 

J. Fun. Don't swear, brother Zachary. 

Z. Fun, Lid ever mortal hear the like of this fellow. 

I. Fun. But you are grown such a reprobate since 
you went to the wars— 

Z. Fun. Mrs. Mechlin, stop the tongue of that 
blockhea! ; why, dunce, I am speaking by rule, and 
Mrs. Mechlin can tell you that dueis and dainme's 
go always together. 

Mrs. Mech. O always. 

Z. Fun. Which, damme, I don't understand, 
Liberties with you, cries the Captain; where, when, 
and in what manner? Last Friday night, in company 
at tlie St. Alban's, you call'd me a buck ; and more» 
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over said, that my horns were exalted. Now, Sir, I 
know very well what was your meaning by that, 
and therefore demand satisfaction. That, Sir, is 
what I never deny to a gentleman; but as to you, 
Mr. Fungus, I can't consent to give you that rank, 
How, Sir! do you deny my gentility ? Oh, that at- 
front must be answered this instant—Draw, Sir. 
Now push, Mrs. Mechlin. (T hey fence. ) There, 
parry tierce, there I parry carte, there I parry 
Hold, hold, have a Care, zooks! Mrs. Mechlin. 

I. Fun. Ha, ha, ha! I think you have met with 
your match; well push'd, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Z. Fun. Ay, but instead of pushing in tierce, she 
push'd me in carte, and came so thick with her 
thrusts, that it was not in nature to parry them. 

J. Fin, Well, well, I am fully convinc'd of your 
skill; but I think, brother Zac. you hinted an in- 
tent ion of marrying ; is that your design? 

Z. Fun, Undoubtedly. 

J. Fun. And when? 

Z. Fun. Why, this evening. 

I. Fun. So sudden! and pray, is it a secret; to 
whom? 

Z. Fun. A secret, no; I am proud of the match; 
she brings me all that 1 want, her veins full of good 
blood; such a family! such an alliance! zocks, she 
has a pedigree as long as the Mall, brother Isaac, 


with large trees on each side, and all the boughs 
loaded with lords. 

J. Fun. But has the lady no name? 

Z. Fun. Name! ay, such a nanie, Lord, we have 
nothing like it in London: none of your stunted 
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little dwarfish words of one syllable; your Watts, 
and your Potts, and your Trotts; this rumbles 
through the throat like a cart with broad wheels. 
Mrs. Mechlin, you can pronounce it better than me. 

Mrs. Mech. Lady Sacharissa Mackirkincroft. 

Z. Fun. Kirkincroft! there are a mouthful of syl- 
lables for you. Lineally descended from Herculus 
Alexander Charlemagne Hannibal, earl of Glen- 
dower, prime minister to king Malcolm the first. 

J. Fun. And are all the parties agreed? 

Z. Fun. I can't say quite all; for the right ho- 
nourable peer that is to be my papa, (who by the 
by is as proud as the devil) has flatly renounc'd the al- 
tance; calls me here in his letter Plebeian; and 
says, it we have any children, they will turn out ve— 
ry little better than pyebalds. 

J. Fun. And what does the gentlewoman say? 

Z. Fun. The gentlewoman ! Oh, the gentlewo- 
man, who (between ourselves) is pretty near as high 
as her father; but, however, my person has.prov'd 
too hard for her pride, and I take the affair to be as 
good as concluded, 

J. Fun. It is resolv'd ? 

Z. Fun. Vix'd. 

J. Fun. I am sorry for it. 

Z. Fun. Why so? come, come, brother Isaac, 
don't be uneasy, I have a shrewd guess at your grie- 
vance; but though you may not be suffer'd to see 
lady Scracarizsa at first, yet who knows before long I 
may have interest enough with her to bring it about; 


and in the mean time you may dine when you will 


with the steward. 
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I. Fin. You are exceedingly kind. 

Z. Fun. Mrs. Mechlin, you don't think my lady 
will gainsay it? | 

Mrs. Mech. By no means; it is wonderful, cons1- 
dering her rank, how mild and condescending she is: 
why, but yesterday, says her ladyship to me, Though 
Mrs. Mechlin, it can't be suppos'd that I should ad- 
mit any of the Fungus family into my presence 

Z. Fun. No, no, to be sure; not at first, as | said. 

Mrs. Mech. Yet his brother, or any other relation, 
may dine with the servants every day. 

Z. Fun. Do you hear, Isaac? there's your true, 
inherent nobility, so humble and affable; but peo- 
ple of real rank never have any pride; that 1s only 
for upstarts. 

I. Fun. Wonderfully gracious: but here, brother 
Zac, you mistake me; it is not for myself 1 am sor- 


rY 


Z. Fun. Whom then? 
I. Fun. For you. Don't you think that your wife 
will despise you ? 

Z. Fun. No. 

I. Fun. Can you suppose that you will live toge- 
ther a month? 

Z. Fun. Yes. 

J. Fun. Why, can you bear to walk about your 
own house like a paltry dependant? 
Z. Fun. No. | | 
I. Fun. To have yourself and your orders Con - 


temn'd by your servants? 
Z. Fun, No. 
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I. Fun. To see your property devour'd by your la- 
dy's beggarly cousins, who, notwithstanding, won't 
vouchsate you a nod ?— 

Z. Fun. No. 


J. Fun. Can you be blind at her bidding, run at 
her sending, Come at her calling, dine by yourself 
when she has bettermost company, and sleep six 
nights a-week in the garret? 

Z. Fun. No. 


J. Fun. Why, will you dare to disobey, have the 
impudence to dispute the sovereign will and plea- 
Sure of a lady like her? 

Z. Fun, Ay, marry will I. 


I Fun. And don't you expect a whole clan of An- 


drew Ferraros, with their naked points at your 
throat ? 

Z. Fun. No. 

J. Fun. Then you don't know half vou will have 
to go through. | 

Z. Fun. Look you, brother, I know what vou 
would be at; you don't mean I showd marry at all. 

J. Fun, Indeed, brother Zachary, you wrong me; 
shou'd with pleasure see you equally match'd, that 
1s to one of your own rank and condition. 

Z. Fun. You wou'd? I don't doubt it; but that? 
a pleasure you never will have. Look you, Inge, I 
have made up my mind; it is a lady like, and a la- 
dy 1 will Fave; and if you say any more, I'll not be 
conten ed with hut, for dumme PU marry a duchess. 
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Enter LA FLEUR. ton 
La Fleur. Le Maitre pour donner d'cloguence. r 
Z. Fun. What does the puppy say, Mrs. Mechtiin? 4 
for you know I can't parler vous, < 
Mrs. Mech. The gentieman from the city, that is on]. 
to make you a speaker. J. 
Z. Fun. Odzooks! a special fine fellow; let's 7 
have him. little 
Mrs. Mech. Faites les entres. [Exit La Fleur, one 
I. Fun. Brother, as you are busy, I will take ano- ing 
ther 18 4 1 
Z. Fun. No, no, this 1s the finest fellow of all; it J. 
is he that is to make me a man; and hark ye, bro- 2. 
ther, if 1 should chance to rise in the state, no more signi 
words, your business is done. | why, 
J. Fun. What, I reckon some member of parlia. es; 
ment ? Whats 
Z. Fun. A member! Lord help you, brother Isaac, 
this man is a whole senate himself. Why, it is che 
famous orationer that has publish'd the book. Mr, ( 
J. Fun. What, Mr. Gruel? in you 
Z. Fun. The same. Gru 
I. Fun. Yes, I have seen his name in the news, YOuUr C 


Z. Fun. His knowledge is wonderful; he has told Prope 
me such secrets: why, do you know, Isaac, by wht *ure p 


. 1 
means 'tis we speak ? lar do 
J. Fun. Speak ! why, we speak with our mouths lect : 
Z. Fun. No, we don't. maste 


J. Fun. Nol 4 
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Z. Fun. No. He says we speak by means of the 


tongue, the teeth, and the throat; and without them 


we only should bellow. 

J. Fun. But surely the mouth— 

Z. Fun, The mouth, I tell you, is little or nothing; 
only just a cavity for the air to pass through, 

IJ. Fun. Indeed! 

Z. Fun. That's all; and when the cavity is small, 
little sounds will come out; when large, the great 
one's proceed: observe now in whistling and bawl- 
ing—( Whistles and bawls.) Do you see? Oh, he 
is a miraculous man! 

I. Fun. But of what use is all this? 

Z. Fun. But 'tis knowledge, an't it? and of what 
signification is that, you fool? And then as to use, 
why, he can make me speak in any manner he plea- 
ses; as a lawyer, a merchant, a country gentleman z 
whatever the subject requires—But here he is. 


Enter Mr. GRUEL. 


Mr. Grucl, your servant; I have been holding forth 
in your praise. | 

Gruel. I make no doubt, Mr. Fungus; but to 
your declamation, or recitation (as Quintilian more 
properly terms it), I shall be indepted for much fu- 
ture praise, in as much as the reputation of the scho— 
lar does (as I may say) confer, or rather as it were re- 
lect a marvellous kind of lustre on the tame of the 
master himself. 

Z. Fun. There, Isaac, didst ever hear the like? 
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he talks just as if it were all out of a book: What 
wou'd you give to be able to utter such words? 

I. Fun. And what shou'd I do with them? them 
holiday terms wou'd not pass in my shop; there's 
no buying and selling with them. 

Grucl. Your observation is pithy and pertinent. 
Different stations difterent idioms demand; polished 
periods accord ill with the mouths of mechanics; 


but as that tribe is permitted to circulate a baser 


Kind of coin, for the ease and convenience of inferior 
traffic, so it is indulg'd with a vernacular or vitious 
vulgar phraseology, to carry on their interlocutory 
commerce, But I doubt, Sir, I soar above the re- 


gion of your comprehension? 


J. Fun. Why, if you would come down a step o 
wo, 1 can't say but I shou'd understand you the bet- 
ter, 

Z. Fun And I too. 

Cruel. Then to the familiar I ſall: if the gentle. 
man has any ambition to shine at a vestry, a com. 
mon- hall, or even a convivial club, I can sup ply hin 
with ample materials, 

J. Fun. No, I have no such desire. 

Crucl. Not to lose time; your brother here, (for 
such 1 find the gentleman 1s), in other respects: 
common man like yourself 

Z. Fin. No better. 

Cruel. Observe how alter'd by means of my ar! 
are you prepar'd in the speech on the great 1mpor- 
tance of trade? 

Z. Fun. Pretty well, I believe. 
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Gruec!, Let your gesticulations be chaste, and your 
muscular movements consistent. 
Z. Fun. Never fear 


Enter JENNY, and whispers Mrs. Meciilin. 
Mrs. Mechlin, vou ll stay. 
Mrs. Mech, A littie business; I'll return in an in- 


stant. [ Exit Mrs. Mechlin, e 


Gruel. A little here to the left, if you please, Sir; 
there you will only catch his profile that's right 
now you will have the fall force of his face; one, 
two, tliree; now off you go. 


Z. Fun. When J consider the vast importance of 


this day's debate; when I revolve the various vicis— 
situdes that this soil has sustain'd; when I ponder 
what our painted progenitors were, and what we 
their civilized Successors are: when I reflect, that 
they fed on crab-apples and chesnuts 
Grucl. Pignuts, good Sir, if you please. 
Z. Fin. Youare right; crab-apples and pig- nuts; 


and that we feast on green-pease and on custards : 
when I trace in the recording historical page, that 
their floods gave them nothing but frogs, and 
now know ve have fish by land- carriage, 1 am lost 
in amazement at the prodigious power of commerce. 
Hail, Commerce! daugliter of industry, consort to 
credit, parent of opulence; full sister to liberty, and 
great-grandmother to the art of navigation 


J. Fun. Why, this gentlewoman has a pedigree as 
long as your wite's, brother Zac. | 
& Fun, Prithee, Isa, be quict—art of navigatl 
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on—a—a—V1gitation Looks, that fellow has put 
me quite out. 

Gruel. It matters not; this day's performance has 
largely fulfill'd your yesterday's promise. 

Z. Fun. But I han't half done, the best is to come; 
let me just give him that part about turnpegs— For 
the sloughs, the mires, the ruts, the impassable bogs, 
that the languid but generous Steed travell'4 
through ; he now pricks up his ears, he neighs, he 
canters, he capers through a whole region of turn- 


88. 


Enter Mrs. MECHLIN. 


Ars. Mech. Your riding-master is below. 

Z. Fun. Gadso! then here we must end. You"!! 
pardon me, good Mr. Gruel; for as 1 want to be 2 
finished gentleman as soon as I can, it is impossible 
for me to stick long to any one thing. 


Grued, Sir, though your exit is rather abrupt, yet 


the multiplicity of your avocations do (as I may say) 
in same measure Cicatrize the otherwise mortal wound 
on this occasion sustained by decorum. 

Z. Fun. Cicatrize! I could hear him all day. He 
is a wonderful man. Well, Mr. Gruel, to- mor- 
row we will at it again. 

Gruel. You will find me prompt at your slightes! 
volition. 

Z. Fun. 1 wish, brother Isaac, I could have staid 
you Should have heard me oration away, like a Jaw 
ver, about pleadings and presidents ; but all in goo 
time. [ Fxit Z. Fungi 
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Mrs. Mech. This gentleman, Sir, will gain you 
vast credit. | 

Gruel, Yes, Ma am, the capabilities of the gen- 
tleman, I confess, are enormous; and, as to you! 
am indebted tor this promising pupil, you will per— 
mit me to expunge the obligation by an instauta— 
neous and gratis lecture on that species of eloquence 
peculiar to ladies. 

Mis. Mech. Oh, Sir, I have no sort of occasion 

Gruil, As to that biped, man, (for such I define 
hun to be), a male or ma»culine manner belongs 

Mrs. Mech. Any other time, good Mr. Gruel. 

Gruct. So to that biped, woman, she participating 
Gf his general nature, the word 4omo in Latin ben; 
Dromiscuously used as woman or mati— 

Mrs. Mech. For heavin's sake. 

Grucl. But being cast in a more tender and deli- 
Cate mold 

Ars. Mech. Sir, I have twenty people in waiting 

Grucl. The soft, suppliant, insinuating grace 

Mrs. Mech. I must insist 


Grue!. Do appertain (as 1 may say) in a more pe- 
culiar or more particular manner 


* 


Mrs. Mech. Nay then 

Cruel. Her rank in the order of entities —— 

Ars. Mech, ] inust thrust you out of my house. 

Gruc!. Not calling her forth— 

Mrs. Mech, Was there ever such a — 
(Pushing him ont. 
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Re-enter GRUEL. 


Cruel. To those eminent, hazardous, and (as I 
may say) perilous conflicts, which so often— 

Mrs. Mech. Get down stairs, and be hang'd to 
you. (Pushes kim out.) There he goes, as I live, 
from the top to the bottom; Ll hope I han't done 
him a mischief: You arn't hurt, Mr. Gruel ?—No, 
all's safe; I hear him going on with his speech ; an 
impertinent puppy ! 

J. Fun. Impertinent indeed; I wonder all those 
People don't turn your head, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech, Oh, I am pretty well us'd to 'em. 
But who comes here? Mr. Isaac, if you will step 
into the next room, I have something to communi— 
Cate that well deserves your attention, 

[ Exit Baac Fungus, 


Enter Sox. 

Sim. Dr. Catgut at the foot of the stairs. 

Mrs. Mech. The devil he is! What can have 
brought him at this time of day ? Watch, Simon, 
that nobody comes up whilst he is here. (Ext Se- 
cn.) 1 hope he has not heard of the pretty present 
we Seat him to-day. 


Enter Dr. CATGUT. 

Dr. Cat. Madam Mechlin, your humble. I have, 
NMu'am, received a couple ot compliments rro::: 
vour mansion this morning; one I find from « 
lodger of yours; the other, I presume, from vont 
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niece; but for the last, I rather suppose I am in- 
debted to you. 

Mrs. Mech. Me! Indeed, Doctor, you are widely 
mistaken: I assure you, Sir, since your business 
broke out, I have never sit eyes of her once. 

Dr. Cat. Then 1 am falsely informed. 

M. Mech. But, after all, you must own it is but 
what you deserve: I wonder, Doctor, you don't 
leave oft these tricks. 

Dr. Cat. Why, what can I do, Mrs. Neclilin? 
my constitution requires it. 

Ms. Mech. Indeed! I should not have thought it. 

Dr. Cat. Then the dear little devils are so despe— 
| rately fond. 

: Mrs. Mech. Without doubt. 


Dr. Cat. And for frolic, flirtation; diligence, 
A drcss, and address 
Mrs, Meck. To be sure. 
Dr. Cat. For what vou call genuine gallantry, 
few men, I flatter myself, will be found that can 
0 match me. 
f Ars. Mech. Oh, that's a point given up. 
rs Dr. Cat. Hark ye, Moily Mechlin; let me pee 
t | rish, child, vou look divinely to-day, 
Mrs. Mech. Indeed! ; 
Dr. Cat. But that I have two or three affairs on 
my hands, I should be pusitively teinpted to trifle 
e, {© with thee alittle. 
m Vrs. Mech, Ay, but, Doctor, consider I am not of 


a | « trifiing age; it would be only losing your tune. 
Tis Dr. Cot, He, o Coy — but 4-propys, Molly, 
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this ludger of yours ; who is he, and what does he 
want? | 

Mrs. Mech. You have heard of the great Mr. Fun- 
ous ? 

Dr. Cat. Well! 

Mrs, Mech. Being informed of your skill and abi- 
lities, he has sent for you to teach him to sing. 

Dr. Cat. Me teach him to sing! What does 
the scoundrel mean to affront me? 

Mrs. Mech. Affront you ! 

Dr. Cat. Why, don't you know, child, that I 
guitted that paltry protession ? 

Mrs. Mech. Not J. 

Dr. Cat. Oh, entirely renounced it. 

Mrs. Mech. Then what may you follow at present? 

Dr. Cat. Me! nothing; I am a poet, my dear. 

M, s. Mech. A poet! 

Dr. Cat. A poet. The muses; you know was 
always fond of the ladies: I suppose you have heard 
of Shakespeare, and Shadwell, of 'Lom Brown, and 
of Milton and Hudibras ? 

Mrs. Mech. I have, 

Dr. Cat. IT shall blast all their laurels, by gad; l 
have just given the public a taste, but there's a belly- 


tull for them in my larder at home. 

Mrs. Mech. Upon my word, you surprise me; but 
pray, is poetry a trade to be learn'd ? 

Dr. Cat. Doubtless. Capital as I am, I have not 
acquired it above a couple of years. 

Mrs. Mech, And cou'd you communicate your art 
to another ? 
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Dr. Cat. To be sure. Why I have here in my 
pocket, my dear, a whole folio of rhimes, from Zz 
quite to great A. Letus see; A, ay, here it begins, 
A, ass, pass, grass, mass, lass; and so quite through 
the alphabet down to Z. Zounds, grounds, mounds, 
pounds, hounds. 

Mrs. Mech. And what do vou do with those 
thimes? _ 

Dr. Cat. Oh, we supply them. 

Ars. Mech., Supply them? 


Dr. Cat. Ay, fill them up, as I will show you. 


Last week, in a ramble to Dulwich, 1 made these { 
rhimes into a duet for a new comic opera I have on i 
the stocks. Mind, for 1 look upon the words as a 4 
model for that sort of writing.——First, ske © A | 
here to see the sluggish ass, 17 


Thro' the meadows as we pass, 


| 
Eating up the farmer's grass, * | 
7 * | 
lyth and merry, by the mass, 91 

, 


As a lively country lass. 


Mrs. Mech. Very preity. 51 
Dr. Cat. A'n't it? Then he replies: i 
Hear the farmer cry out, Zounds ! K 
As he trudges through the grounds, 14 
Yonder beast hath broke my mounds; j 


* — 
ao en net —— 


If the parish has no pounds, 
Kill, and give him to the hounds. 

Then da Capo, both join in repeating the last 
Stanza; and this, tack'd to a tolerable tune, will 
run you for a couple of months. You observe? 

Mrs, Mech, Clcarly. As our gentleman is deairous 
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to learn all kinds of things, I can't help thinking 
but he will take a fancy to this. 

Dr. Cat. In that case, he may command me, my 
dear; and I promise you, in a couple vi months, he 
Shall know as much of the matter as I do. 

Mrs, Mech. At present he is a little engaged; but 
as soon as the honey=mocn is over 

Dr. Cat. Honey-moon! Why, is he going to be 
marry*d ? 

Mrs. Mech. This evening, I fancy. 

Dr. C:t. The finest opportunity in nature for an 
introduction: I have by me, Ma'am Mechlin, of 
my own composition, such an epithalmium. 

Mrs. Mich. Thalmium, what's that? 

Dr. Cat. A kind of an elegy, that we poets com- 
pose at the solemnization of weddings. 

Mrs. Mech, Oh, ho! 

Dr. Cat. It is set to music already, for I still com- 
pose for myself. 

Mrs. Mech. You do? 

Dr. Cat. What think you now of providing a 
band, and serenading the "Squire to-night? It will 
be a pretty extempore compliment. 


Mrs. Mich. The prettiest thought in the world. 


But I hear Mr. Fungus's bell. Vou'll excuse mes 
dear Doctor, you may suppose we are busy. 

Dr. Cat. No apology then; VII about it this in- 
stant. 

Mrs. Mech. As soon as you please. Any thing 
to get you out of the way. Aside, and exit. 

Dr. Cat. Your obsequious, good Madam Mechlin. 
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But notwithstanding all your fine speeches, 1 shrewd- 
ly suspect my blessed bargain at home was a present 
from you; and what shall I do with it These 
little embarrasses we men of intrigue are eternally 
subject to.—There will be no sending it back; she 
will never let it enter the house. —Hey, gad, a lucky 
thought is come into my head——this screnade is 
finely contrived Madam Mechlin shall have her 
cousin again, for I will return her bye-blow in the 
body of a double base viol ; so the bawd shall have 
a Concert as well as the *Squire,— [Exit Dr. Catgut. 
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ACT III.— SCENE I. FP 

ks c 

Enter HAAR , YouxG Loveirt, andJixxy, 4 
Ha rh. m 

A ce 
1 ELL your mistress my name 18 Harpy; she knows 
me, and how precious my time is. 2 

Jen. Mr. Harpy, the attorney of Furnival's ind ? 

Har. The same. ( Exit Jenny Ap, ay, young bo; 
© gentleman, this is your woman ; 1 warrant your 
business is done. You knew Kitty Williams, that 
© marry'd Mr. Abednigo Potiphar, the Jew broker? 

. Lov, I did. Yo 

lar. And Robin Rainbow, the happy husband 11 

of the widow Champansy, from the isle of St. tle) 
4 Kitts? ; 

F. Lov. I have seen him. wo 

© Her. All owing to her. Her success in that 1 
© branch of business is wonderful! Why, I dare be— I 
© ljeve, since last summer, she has not sent off less 7 
« than forty couple to Edinburgh. Jut 

F. Lov. Indeed! She must be very adroit. Mea 

Har. Adroit! You $hall judge. I will tell vou * 
ta case: You know the large brick-house at Peck- am 
© ham, with a turret at top? not 

. Lov. Well. 

Har. There liv'd Miss Cicely Mite, the only hay 
c daughter of old Mite the chcesemonger, at the eye 
« corner of Newgate-street, just turn'd of fourteen, | a dg 
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and under the wing of an old maiden aunt as watch- 
ful as a dragon but hush—1I hear Mrs. Mechlin, 
| © Till take another season to finish my tale.“ 

F. I.ov. But, Mr Harpy, as these kind of women 
are a god deal given to gossiping, I wou'd rather 
my real name was a sccret till there is a sort of ne- 
cessity. 

Har. Gossiping! She, Lord help yon, she is as 
dlose as a Catholic confessor. 

Y. Lov. That may be; but you must give me 
. leave to insist. 


: lar. Well, well, as you please. [ 
t a 
is 
Enter Mrs. MECH lv. ; 
Your very humble servant, good Madam Mechlin ; 1 
d I have taken the liberty to introduce a young gen- | 
t. tleman, a friend of mine, to crave your assistance. i 


Mrs. Mech. Any friend of yours, Mr. Harpy;— 
won't you be seated, Sir? 


at Y. Lov. Ma'am? [They sit down. 

- Mrs. Mech. And pray, Sir, how can I serve you? : 

85 Har. Why, Ma'am, the gentleman's situation 15— 1 
But, Sir, you had better state your case to Mrs. | 
Mechlin yourself. 

gu V. lov. Why, you are to know, Ma'am, that! 1 

k- mam just escap'd from the university, where (I need 1 
not tell you) you are greatly esteem'd, ' { 


Mrs. Mech, Very obliging! I must own, Sir, I 
ne have had a very great respect for that learned body 
the ever since they made a near and dear friend of mine 
en, a doctor of music. 

D | 
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Y. Lov. Ves, Ma'am, I remember the gentleman. 

Mrs. Mech. Do you know him, Sir? I expect him 
here every minute to instruct a lodger of mine. 

V. Lov. Not intimately, Just arriv'd, but last 
niglit; upon my coming to town, I found my father 
deceased, and all his fortune devis'd to his relict, 
my mother. 

Mrs. Mech. What, the whole ? 

Y. Lov. Every shilling. That is, for her life. 

Mrs. Mech. And to what sum may it amount ? 

Y. Lov. My mother 1s eternally telling me, that 
after her I shall inherit fifty or sixty thousand at 
least. 

Mrs, Mech. Upon my word, a capital sum. 

F. Lov. But of what use, my dear Mrs. Mechlin, 
since she refuses to advance me a guinea upon the 
credit of it ; and while the grass grows You know 
the proverb 

Mrs. Mech. What, I suppose you want something 
for present subsistence? 

V. Lov. Just my situation. 

Mrs. Meck. Have you thought of nothing for your- 
self? | 

F. Lov. I am resolved to be guided by you. 

Mrs. Mech. What do you think of a wite? 

F. Lov. A wife! 

Mrs, Mech. Come, come, don't despise my advice: 
when a young man's finances are low, a wife is a 
much better resource than a usurer ; and there are 
in this town a number of Kkind-hearted widows, that 
take a pleasure in repairing the injuries done by 
Fortuns to handsome young tellows, 
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Har. Mrs. Mechlin has reason. 

F. Lov. But, dear Ma'am, what can I do with a 
wite ? 

Mrs. Mech. Do!—— Why, like other young fel- 
lows who marry ladies a little stricken in years; 
make her your banker and steward. If you say but 
the word, before night, I'll give you a widow with 
two thousand a-year in her pocket. 

FV. Lov. Two thousand a- year! a pretty employ- 
ment, if the residence cou'd but be dispens'd with. 
Mrs. Mech, What do you mean by residence? Do 
you think a gentleman, like a pitiful trader, is to be 
eternally tack'd to his wite's petticoat? When she is 
in town, be you in the country; as she shifts do 
you Shift. Why, you need not be with her above 
thirty days in the year; and, let me tell you, you 
won't find a more easy condition; twelve months 
subsistence for one month's labour. 

F. Lov. Two thousand a-year, you are sure? 
Mrs. Mech. The least penny. 

F. Lov. Well, Madam, you shall dispose of me 
just as you please. 

Mrs. Mech. Very well; if you'll call in half an 
hour at farthest, I believe we shall finish the busi- 
ness. 

V. Lov. In half an hour? 

Mrs. Mech. Precisely. Oh, dispatch is the very 
life and soul of my trade. Mr. Harpy will tell you 
my terms: You will find them reasonable enough. 
Har, Oh, 1 am sure we shall have nv dispute 
about those. 

F:3 
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3 
F. Lov. No, no. [ Going. 
Mrs. Mech. Oh, but, Mr. Harpy, it may be pro- 
per to mention that the gentlewoman, the party, is 


upwards of sixty. as. 
F. Lov. With all my heart; it is the purse, not | 
the person, I want. Sixty! she is quite a girl; 1 la 
wish with all my soul she was ninety. | 
Ars. Mech. Get you gone, you are a devil, 1 see la 
that. 
F. Lov, Well, for half an hour, sweet Mrs. Mech- 
lin, adieu. [ Fxeunt Young Lowit and Harpy. Sh 
Mrs. Mech. Soh! I have provided for my dowager 
from Devonshire-square; and now to cater for my all 
commissary. Here he comes. 55 
be 
Enter FUNGUS and BRIDOUN. | | 
Fun. So, in six weeks Oh, Mrs. Mechlin, any lad 
news 7 m the lady ? in 
Mra. Mech. IJ expect her here every moment. She 1 
is conscious that in this step she descends from her 1 
dignity ; but being desirous to screen you from the dex 
fury of her noble relations, she is determined to let low 
them sce that the act and deed is entirely her own, 7 
Fun, Very kind, very obliging, indeed !—But, "oy 


* 7 : 1 4 . Pg — * 2 c "my 3 — e 1 
Nirs. Mechlin, @s the family is so furious, I reckon 


we shall never be reconcil'd. 

Mrs. Mech, I don't know that. When you have 
bought co:mmissions for her three younger brothers, 
discharged the mortgage on the paternal estate, and 
portioned off eight or nine of her sisters, it is not 
impossible but my Lord may be prevailed on to sul- 
fer your nac 


AA III. THE COMMISSARY. 77 


Fun, Do you think so? 

Mrs. Mech. But then a work of time, Mr. Fungus. 

Fun. Ay, ay; I know very well, things of that 
kind are not brought about in a hurry. 

Mrs. Mech. But I must prepare matters for the 
lady's reception. 

Fun. By all means, The jewels are sent to her 
ladyship. 

Mrs. Mech. To be sure. 

Fun. And the ring tor her ladyship, and her lady- 
Ship's licence? 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, and her ladyship's parsop too; 
all are prepar'd. 

Fun. Parson! why, won't her ladyship please to 
be marry'd at Powl's? 

Mrs. Mech. Lord, Mr. Fungus, do you think a 
lady of her rank and condition would bear to be seen 
in public at once with a person like you: 

Fun. That's true, I 

Mrs. Mech. No, no; 1 have sent to Dr. Tickle- 
text, and the business will be done in the parlour be- 
low. 

Fun. As you and her ladyship pleases, good Mrs. 
Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. You will get dress'd as soon as you 
Can. 


Fun. I shall only take a short lesson from Mr. 
Bridoun, and then wait her ladyship's pleasure.— 
Mrs. Mechlin, may my brother be by ? 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, provided his being so is Sap 
a Secret from her. 

F 2 
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Fun. Never fear. (Exit Mrs. Mechlin.) Well, 
Mr. Bridoun, and you think I am mended a little? 

Br/d. A great deal. 

Fun. And that in a month or six weeks I may be 
able to prance upon a long-tail'd horse in Hyde- 
park, without any Ganger of falling ? 

Brid. Without doubt. 

Fun. It will be vast pleasant, in the heat of the 
day, to canter along the King's- road, side by side 
with the ladies, in the thick of the dust; but that 1 
must not hope for this summer. 

Brid. | don't know that, if you follow it close. 

Fun. Never fear, I shan't be sparing of—But 
come, come, let us get to our business - —]ohn, have 
the carpenters brought home my new horse ? 


Enter Jon. 


Jehn, It is here, Sir, upon the top of the stairs. 

Fun. Then fetch it in, in an instant. (Exit John.) 
What a deal of time and trouble there goes, Mr. 
Bridoun, to the making a gentlemen. And do your 
centlemen-born now (for I reckon you have had of 
411 Sorts) take as much pains as we do? 

Brid. To be sure; but they begin at an earlier 
age. 

Fun. There is something in that; I did not know 
but they might be apter, more cuterer, now in catch- 
ing their larning. 

Brid. Dispositions do certainly differ. 

Fun. Ay, ay, something in nater, I warrant; as 
they say the children of blackamoors will swim as 
soon as they come into the world, 


E 
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Enter SERVANTS with @ wooden horge., 
Oh, here he is. Ods me! it is a stately fine beast. 

Brid, Here, my lads, place it here—Very well, 
Wiere's your switch, Mr. Fungus? 

Fin, 1 have it. 

Brid. Now, let me see you vault nimbly into 
your eat. Zounds! you are got on the wrong side, 
Mr. Fungus. 

Fun. lam so indeed; but we'll soon rectify that. 
Now we are right ; may 1 have leave to lay hold of 
the mane ? 

Bid. If vou can't mount him without. 

Fun. I will try; but this steed is so devilish tall 
Mr. Bridoun, you don't think he'll throw me? 

Brid. Never fear. 

Fun. Well, if he shou'd, he can't kick; that's one 
comfort, however. 

Bid. Now mind y 

Fun. 8 

Brid. Let your head be ercc:. 

Fun. There. 

Brid. And your sheulders fall easily back. 

Fun. Ho——there. 

Brid. Your swiich perpendicular in your right 
hand—your right—--that is it: your left to the 
bridle, 

Fun, There. 

Brid. Your knees in, and your toes out. 

Fun. There. 

Brid. Are you reacgy 2 


r position. 


day till Prechper my wind. 
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Fun. When you will. 

Brid. Oft you go. 

Fun. Don't let him gallop at first. 

Brid. Very well: preserve your position. 

Fun. 1 warrant. 

Brid. Does he carry vou easy ? 

Fun, All the world like a cradle. But, Mr. Bri- 
doun, I go at a wonderful rate. 

Brid. Mind your knees. 

Fun, Av, ay; I car't think but this here horse 
stands still very near as fast as another can gallop. 

Brid. Mind your toes. 

Fun. Ho, stop the horse: Zounds! I'm out of the 
stirrups, I can't sit him no longer; there I go 


[ Falls off. 


Brid. J hope you ar'n't hurt? 

Fun. My left hip has a little confusion. 

Brid. A trifle, quite an accident; it might hap- 
pen to the very best rider in England. 

Fun, Indeed! | 

Brid. We have such things happen every day at 
the manage; but you are vastly improv'd. 

Fun. W hv, 1 am grown bolder a little; and, Mr. 
Bridoun, when do you think IL may venture to ride 
a hve horse ? 

Brig. The very jastant you are able to keep your 
Seat on a dead one. 


Enter Mr:. MECHIL1N, 

Mrs. Mech. Bless me, Mr. Fungus, how you ar 
trifling young time? I expect lady Sacharissa every 
moment, and sce what a trim you are in. 


ur 
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Fun. I beg pardon, good Madam Mechlin. I'll 
be equipp'd in a couple of minutes; where will her 
ladyship please to receive me ? 

Mrs. Mech. In this room, to be sure; come, stir, 
stir. 

Fun. I have had a little fall from my horse — I'll 
go as fast as I-— Mr. Bridoun, will you lend me a 
Iift ? Exeunt Fungus and Bridoun. 

Mrs. Mech. There Jenny, show Mrs. Loveit in 
lere Who's there — 


Enter SERVANTS, 
Pray move that piece of lumber ont of the way. 
Come, come, make haste. Madam, it you'll step 
in here for a moment. 


Enter Mrs, Loveit. 

Mrs. Lov. So, so, Mrs. Mechlin; well, you see J 
am true to my time; and how have you throve, my 
good wonuin? 

Mrs. Mech. Beyond expectations. 

Mrs. Lov. Tndeed! And have you provided 2 
party ? 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, and such a party, you might 
Search the town round before you cou'd meet with 


his fellow: he':!] suit you in every respect. 
Mrs, Lov. As how, as how, my dear woman? 
Mrs. Mech. A gentleman by birth and by breed- 
ing; none of your little whipper-snapper Jacks, but 
a countenance as comely, and a presence as portly; 
he has one fault indeed, it you can but everlook 
that. 
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Mrs. Lov. What is it? 

Mrs. Meck. His age. 

Mrs. Icv. Age! How, how? 

Mrs. Meck. Why, he 1s rather under your mark, 
Jam afraid; not above twenty at most. 

Mrs. Lov. Well, well, so he an we rs in every thing 
else, we must overlook that; for, Mrs. Mechlin, 
there is no expecting perfection below. 

Mrs. Mech. True, Ma'am. 

Mrs. Lov. And where is he ? 

Mrs. Mech. 1 look for him every minute: if you 
will but step into the drawing-room ; I have given 
Him such a picture, that I am sure he is full as im- 
patient as you. 

Mrs. Lov. My dear woman, you are so kind and 
obliging: But, Mrs. Mechlin, how do I look? 
Don't flatter me; do you think my figure will strike 
him? | 

Mrs. Mech. Or he must be blind. 

Mrs, Lov. You may just hint black don't become 
me, that I am alittle paler of late; the loss of a hus- 
band one loves will cause an alteration, you know. 

Mrs. Meck. True; oh, he will make an allowance 
for that. 

Mrs. Lov. But things will come round in a trice. 
[ Exit Mrs. Lovett. 


Enter SIMON. 


Sim. Madam, Miss Dolly is dizen'd out, and eve- 


ry thing ready. 


All 
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Mrs. Mech. Let her wait for the commissary here; 
I will introduce hun the instant he is dress'd. 
[ Exit Mrs. Mechlin, 


Sim. Miss Dolly, you may come in; your aunt 
will be here in an instant. 


Enter DOLLY and JENNY. 


Dol. Hush, Simon, hush ; to your post. 

Sim. I am gone [ Exit Simon. 

Dol. Well, Jenny, and have I the true quality- 
air? 

Jen. As perfectly, Ma'am, as if you had been bred 
to the business; and for figure, I defy the first of 
them all. For my part, I think Mr. Fungus very 
well off; when the secret comes out, I don't sce what 
right he has to be angry. 

Dol. Oh, when once he is noos'd, let him struggle 
as much as he will, the cord will be drawn only the 
tighter. 

Jen. Ay, ay, we may trust to your management, 
1 hope, Miss, I shall have the honour to follow 
your fortunes; there will be no bearing this house 
when once you have lett it. 

Dol. No, Jenny, it would be barbarous to rob my 
aunt of so useful a second; besides, for mistress and 
maid, we rather know one another a little too well. 

Fen. Indeed! But here comes Mr. Fungus; re- 
member distance and dignity. 

Dol. 1 warrant you, wench. 

fen. So, I see what I have to hope. Our young 
filly seems to be secure of her match; but I may 
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jostle her the wrong side the post; we will have 
a trial, however: but I must sce and find out the 
brother. 


Enter Z. FoxGcus and Mrs, M.tniin. 

Fun. Yes, scarlet is vastly becoming, and takes 
very much with the ladies; quite proper too, as 1 
have been in the army. 

Mrs. Meck. Stay where you are till you are an- 
nounc'd to the lady—Mr. Fungus begsleave to thi ow 
himself at your ladyship's feet. 

Dol. The mon may dra nigh. 

Mrs. Meck. Approach. 

Fun. One, two, three, ha! Will that do? 

Mrs. Mech. Pretty well. 

Fun. May I begin to make love ? 

Mrs. Mech. When you will. 

Fun. Now stand my friend, Mr. Gruel. But she 
has such a deal of dignity that she dashes me quite. 

Mrs. Mech. Courage. 

Fun. Here, hold the paper to prompt me in case 
I shou'd stumble. Madam, or, may it please your 
ladyship, when I preponderate the grandeur of your 
high ginnyalogy, and the mercantile meanness of 
my dingy descent; when 1 consider that your an- 
cestors, like admiral Anson, sail'd all round ti: 
world in the ark; and that it is a matter of dout 

vhether I ever had any forefathers or no; I totter 
1 tremble, at the thoughts of my towering amb; 
tion——Ah——a, is not Phacton next? 


Mrs, Mech. Hey |!—( Looking at the paper.) N. 


t. 
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Luna. 

Fun. Right—Ambition—dignity how debas'd, dis- 
tance how great! it is as if the link should demand 
an alliance with Luna, or the bushy bramble court 
the boughs of the stately Scotch fir; it is as i. 
What's next? 

Mrs. Mech, Next—hey ! I have lost the place, 
I am afraid Come, come, enough has been said; 
you have show'd the sense you entertain of the ho- 
nour. Upon these occas1ons, a third person is fittest 
to cut matters short. Your ladyship hears that 

Dol. Yes, yes, I keen weel enough what the mon 
wou'd be at. Mrs, Mechlin has spear'd sike things 
in your great commendations, Mr. Fungus, that I 
cannot but say 1 clix'd a fancy to you from the very 
beginning. 

Fun. Much oblig'd to Mrs. Mechlin, indeed, please 
your la'ship. 
Dol. Vou ken J am of as auncient a family as any 
North Briton can boast. 

Fun. I know it full well, please your la'ship. 

Dol. And that I shall get the ill-wull of a' my kin 
by this match. 

Fun. I am sorry for that, please your la'ship. 

Dol. But, after the ceremony, it will be proper to 
withdraw from town for a short space o' tune. 

Fun. Please your la'ship, what your la'ship pleases. 

Dol. In order to gi? that gossip Scandal just time 
to tire her tongue. 

Fun. True, your la'ship. . 

Dol. 1 mun expect that the folk will mak free wr 
my character in choosing sike a Consort as you. 

G | 
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Fun. And with me too, please your la'ship. 
Dol. WY you, mon! 
Mrs. Mech. Hold your tongue. 


Dol. Donna you think the honor will dra' mickle 0 
envy upon you ? C: 
Fun. Oh, to be sure, please your la'ship. I did 
not mean that. 9 
Dol. Weel, I say, we'll gang into the country. c 
Fun. As soon as your la'ship pleases; 1 have a he 
sweet house hard by Reading. 
Dol. You ha'? that's right. _ 
Fun. One of the most pleazantest places that can | 
be again. Bu 
Dol. Ha' you a good prospect ? ; 
Fun. Twenty stage-coaches drive every day by the kn 


door, besides carts and gentlemens carriages, 
Dol. Ah, that will 
Mrs. Meck. Oh, your ladyship will find all things inst 


prepar'd: in the next room the attorney waits with | thre 
the writings. | Y 
Fun. The honour of your la'ship's hand this 
Dol. Naister Fungus, you're a little too hasty. reco 

[ Exit Doll d1vii 

Mrs. Mech. Not till after the nuptials; you mus ger; 
not expect to be too familiar at first. door 
Fun. Pray, when do you think we shall bring the it. 
bedding about? "© an 


Mrs. Mech. About the latter end of the year, whe! 
the winter sets in. | 
Jun. Not betore? 


ye 
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Enter YouxG Loveir, hkastz!y. 


Y. Lov. I hope, Madam Mechlin, I have not ex- 
ceeded my hour; but ! expected Mr. Harpy wou'd 
call. 

Mrs. Meck. He is 1n the next room with a lady. 
Oh, Mr. Fungus, this gentleman 1s ambitious of 
obtaining the nuptial benediction from the same 
hands after you. 

Fun. He's heartily welcome: What, and is his wife 
a woman of quality too ? 

Ars. Mech, No, no, a cit; but monstrously rich, 
But your lady will wonder 

Fun. Ay, ay: but you'll follow; for I shan't 
know what to say to her when we are alone, 

h [Exit Fungus. 

Mrs. Mech. J will send you, Sir, your spouse in an 
instant: the gentlewoman is a widow, so you may 
throw in what raptures you please. 

Y. Lov. Never fear. { Exit Mrs. Mech. )—And yet 
this scene is so new, how to acquit myself—let me 
recoliect some piece of a play now « Vouchsate» 
divine perfection!“ No, that won't do for a dowa- 
ger; it is too humble and whining. But see, the 
door opens, so I have no time for rehearsal——I have 
rt“! Clasp'd in the folds of love, I'll meet my doom, 
& and act my — 


Enter Mrs. LovEIT. 


Mrs. Lov. Hah! 


J. Love Ry all that's monstrous, my motke: 
(3 2 a 
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Mrs. Lov. That rebel my son, as I live! 

Y. Lov. The quotation was quite apropos! Had it 
been a little darker, I might have reviv'd the story 
of Edipus. 

Mrs. Lov. So, Sirrah, what makes you from your 
studies? 

Y. Lov. A small hint I receiv'd of your inclina- 
tions brought me here, Ma'am, in order to prevent, 
if possible, my father's fortune from going out of 
the family. 

Mrs. Lov. Your father! how dare you disturb his 
dear ashes? you know well enough how his dear 
memory melts me; and that at his very name my 
heart is ready to break. 

V. Lov. Well said, my old matron of Ephesus. 

Mrs. Lov. IJ hat is what you want, you disobedient 
unnatural monster: but complete, accomplish your 


cruelty; send me the same road your villanies forc'd 


vour father to take. 


Enter Mrs. MEcCHnLin. 

Mrs. Mech. Hey-day ? What the deuse have we 
here? our old lady in tears! 

Ars. Lov. Disappointed a little; that's all. 

Mrs. Mech. Pray, Ma'am what can 0Ccasl0n——— 

Ars. Lov. Lord bless me, Mrs. Mechlin, what a 
blunder you have made! 

Mrs. Mech, A blunder! as how ? 

Mrs. Lov. Do you know who you have brought 
me ? 


Mrs. Mech. Not perfectly. 
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Mrs. Lov. My own son! that's all. 

Mrs. Mech. Your son! 

Mrs. Lov. Ay, that rebellious, unnatural—— 

Mrs. Mech, Blunder indeed! But who could have 
thought it? why, by your account, Ma'am, I imagin'd 
your son was a child scarce out of his frocks. 

Mrs. Lov. Here's company coming, so my reputa- 
tion will be blasted for ever. 

Mrs. Mech. Never fear, leave the care on't to me. 


Enter FUNGUS and DOLLY« 


Fun. What is the matter? You make such a noise, 
there is no such thing as minding the writings. 

Mrs. Mech. This worthy lady, an old friend of 
mine, not having set eyes on her son since the death 
of his father, and being apprised by me that here 
dhe might meet with him, came with a true maternal 
aftection to give him a little wholesome advice. 

Mrs. Lov. Well said, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Which the young man returned in a 
way so brutal and barbarous, that his poor mother 
Be comforted, Ma'am ; you had better repose on my 
bed. 

Mrs. Lov. Any where to get out of his sight. 

Mrs. Mech. Here Jenny. 

Mrs. Lov, Do you think you can procure me ano- 
ther party ? 

Ars. Mech. Never doubt it, 

Mrs, Lov. Ugh, ugh [ Exit coug linge 

Mrs, Mech, Bear up a little, Ma'am. 


G3 
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Fun. Fie upon you, you have thrown the old 
gentlewoman into the stericks. 
Y. Lov. Sir ? 


Fun. You a man! you are a scandal, a shame to 
your sect. 


* 


Enter Dr. Car ur. 


Dr. Cat. Come, come, Mrs. Mechlin, are the 
couple prepar'd ? the fiddles are tun'd, the bows 
ready rosin'd, and the whole band Oh, vou, Sir, 
are one party, I reckon; but where is the—Ah, 
Dolly! what, are you here, my dear: 

Dol. Soh! 

Fun. Dolly! Who the devil can this be? 

Dr, Cat. As nice and as spruce too! the bridemaid, 
I warrant : why, you look as blooming, you slut. 

Fun. What can this be ? Hark ye, Sir. 

Dr. Cat. Well, Sir. 

Fun. Don't you think you are rather too familiar 
with a lady of her rank and condition ? 

Dr. Cat. Rank and condition ! what, Dolly ? 

Fun. Dolly! what a plague possesses the man? 
this is no Dolly, I tell you, 

Dr. Cat. No! 


Fin. No, this is Lady Scracarissa Mackirkincroft. 
Dr. Cat. Who! 


Fun. Descended from the old, old, old Earl of 
Glendowery. 
Dr. Cat. What, she? Dolly Mechlin ? 


Fun. Dolly devil; the man's out of his wits, I be- 
lieve. 


of 
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Enter Mrs. MECHLIN. 
Oh, Mrs. Mechlin, will you set this matter to rights? 

Mrs. Mech. How! Dr. Catgut? 

Fun. The strangest fellow here has danCd up 
Stairs, and has Dolly, Dolly, Dolly'd my lady; who 
the plague can he be? 

Dr. Cat. Oh, apropos, Molly Mechlin ; what, is 
this the man that is to be married? The marriage 
will never hold good; why he is more frantic and 
macder 

Fun. Mad! John, fetch me the foils ; I'll carte and 
tierce you, you scoundrel! 


Enter Is AAc FUNGUs and JENNY, 


IJ. Fun, Where's brother? it a'n't over; you be*n't 
marry'd, I hope? 

Z. Fun. No, I believe not; why, what is the 

I. Fun. Pretty hands you are got into! Your ser— 
vant, good Madam; what, this is the person, I war- 
rant; ay, how pretty the puppet is painted! Do you 
know who she 1s? 

Z. Fun. Who she is! without doubt, 

I. Fun. No, you don't, brother Zac, only the 
Spawn of that devil incarnate, dress'd out as— 

Z. Fun. But hark ye, Isaac, arc—don't be in a 
hurcy—areyou sure | 

I. Fun. Sure—the girl of the house, abhorring their 
scandalous project, has freely confessed the whole 
scheme. Jenny, stand forth, and answer boldly to 
what I shall ask: Is not this wench the woman's 
niece of the house ? 
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Jen. I fancy she will hardly deny it. 

J. Fun. And is not this mistress of yours a most 
profligate 

Mrs. Mech, Come, come, Master Isaac, I will save 
you the trouble, and cut this matter short in an in— 
stant. 
niece; and what then? 

Z. Fun. And ar'n't you asham'd ? 

F. Lov. She asham'd ! I wou'd have told you, but 
] cou'd not get you to listen; why she brought nic 
here to marry my mother. 

Z. Fun, Marry your mother Lord have mercy 
on us, what a monster! to draw a young man in to 
be guilty of incense. But, hark ye, brother Isaac. 

[ They retire. 

Dr. Cat. Gad's my lite, what a sweet project I have 
help'd to destroy! But come, Dolly, VII piece thy 
broken fortunes again: thou hast a good pretty voice; 
I'il teach thee a thrill and a shake, perch thee 
amongst the boughs at one of the gardens; and then 
as a mistress, Which, as the world goes, 1s a much 
better station than that of a wife, not the proudest 
of them all | 

Mrs. Mech. Mistress! No, no, we have not ma- 
naged our matters so badly, Hark ye, Mr. Com- 
missary? 

Z. Fun. Well, what do you want? 

Irs. Mech. Do you propose to consummate your 
nuptials ? 

Z. Fun. That's a pretty question, indeed! 

Ars, Mech. You have no obje<tion then to paying 


Well then, this girl, this Dolly, is my 
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the penalty, the contract here that Mr. Harpy has 
drawn. 

Z. Fun, The contract! hey, brother Isaac! 

IJ. Fun. Let me see it. 

Mrs. Mech. Soft you there, my maker of candles, 
it is as well where it is: but you need not doubt of 
its goodness; 1 promise you, the best advice has 
been taken. 

Z. Fun. What a damn'd fiend! what a harpy! 

Mrs. Mech. And why so, my good Master Fungus; 
is it because I have practisd that trade by retail 
which you have carried on in the gross? What in— 
jury do I do the world? I feed on their follics, *tis 
true; and the game, the plunder, is fair: but the 
fangs of you and your tribe, 

\ 

A whole people have felt, and for ages will feel. 

To their candour and justice l make my appeal; 

Tho' a poor humble scourge in a national cause, 

As I trust I deserve, I demand your applause. 


